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FANCY my ſelf exact- 
ly in the ſame Caſe, as an 
Editor, with Monſieur de 

gif 14 Bruyere, who freely de- 

clared upon the Printing 
of his Characters, That as 
- — be borrowed the Subject Mat- 
ter of his Book from the Publick, ſo he honeſtly 


7 reſtored it what it lent him. 


In like Manner, Sir, muſt 1 plead guik 
ty, and have only to hope, that as you 
paid the Poſtage of theſe Letters with 
Pleaſure, you will receive them a ſecond 
Time under a frank Cover with that Can- 
dour, which is peculiar to Mr. Cromiell. 

I am equally a Stranger both to Corinna 


and Sapho, but when the Publick is po” 
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The DEDICAT TON. 
red that Mr. Dryden will ſtand Bail for 


the former, and Mr. Cromwell for the lat- 


ter, thoſe who have any Demand upon them 
may be ſecure of their Debt. 
Between theſe two Ladies, Sir, according 


to the modern Phraſe, you he in State; 


and, as our Friend Horace ſomewhere ſays, 
are at full Liberty to turn to which you 
pleaſe. | 


Utram harum mavis accipe. 
The Originals of theſe Epiſtles are ſafely 
entered in the Court-Rolls of Parnaſſus, 


which (in the Mercantile Style) is all that 
is needful, from your | 


Humble Servant, 
The Eviro 1. 


As to fixt Time, the Tenth of June, 
When evry Tory's Heart's in Tune. 
: Anno, 1726. 
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f ſon of great Worth and 
Quality that you delign- 
| ed to publiſh a Collection 
of Original Letters, c. from the 


: beſt Hands ſince the Reſtoration, I 
here therefore tranſmit ſome very 
good ones which I am poſſeſſed of, 
that T may contribute my little Mite 
- thereto. And I am the more encou- 
- raged to purſue my firſt Intentions 
of ſending you the encloſed Papers, 
- eſpecially thoſe from Mr. Dryden, 
= (from the great Uſefulneſs of ſuch 
an Undertaking) who notwithitand- 

1 ang 


To the EDITOR. 


ing he was the Honour and Orna- 
ment of his Country (yet miſled by 
the Vices of that Age) had been 
too great a Libertine in many of 
his Writings; but dearly did he re- 
pent of it before he died (as certainly 
all muſt who have but even the Princi- 
ples of natural Religion, when they 
come to take a ſerious View of Eterni- 
ty) he was continually bewailing the 
Impoſſibility of calling in all his 
Works, and making a thorough Re- 
formation, and therefore took all Op- 
portunities of deterring others from 
treading in his Steps; nay, ſometimes 
his Zeal carried him ſo far as to 
chide even when there was no Oc- 
caſion, as Witneſs one of his Letters 
to me, who had deſired his Correcti?- 
on of ſome Verſes, and had innocently 
ſaid they were written in Imitation 
of Mrs. Bebx's Numbers. I own 

I was pleaſed with the Cadence of her 
Verſe, tho? at the ſame Time I no 
ways approved the Licentiouſneſs 
of her Morals. But you will ſee 
how ſevere he IS upon me for it 4 4 
| 1 3 


To the EDITOR. 
and I am very certain if he had li- 


ved but a few Months longer, he 
would have publiſhed a Treatiſe by 


Sir, if you think the private 
= Thoughts of this Great Man may be 
2 uſeful to the Publick, and worthy 
2 a Place in. your Collection, they are 


freely at your Service, from, 


Tour ſincere Friend, 


June 16th 1726. 
; CORINNA; 
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N eminent Critick, more than 
a4 8 once mentioned in the following © 
Pages, has thus fined the 

Nature and End of Lettcr- © 
writing. The Intention of it, ſays 


he, is to ſupply Converſation, and not 


to imitate it, nothing but the Dialogue 


being capable of doing that; from whence * 


this Concluſion may be dratmon, that the 
Style of 4 Letter ſhould neither come 
quite up to that of Converſation, nor 


pet keep at too great a Diſtance from 


it. For it is to be obſerved, that al! 
Converſation is not familiar, it may be © 
ceremonious, it may be grave; nay, it 


may be ſublime, or elſe the Writing 


The PREFACE. 


ll 12. Tragedy muſt. be allowed to be 
[ : but of Nature: And if the Sublime 
1 1 6⁴ eaſy and unconſtrained, it may be 
45 confiftent with the Epiſtolary- Style, 
as it is with the Didactic; Voiture 
in; = admirably joinedit withone of them, 

4 and Longinus with both. As to Ci- 
2 cero and Pliny amongſt the Antients, 
Þ ; and Balzac and Voiture amongſt the 
EZ Moderns; it might eaſily be ſhewn 
that Cicero is too ſimple and too 
ir 1 A 15% and that Pliny is too affected and 
11 q 700 refined; that one of them has too 
x- | much of Art in him, and that both 
vs. 2 of them have too little of Nature. 
„ © The Elevation of Balzac js frequently 
3 Forced, and his Sublime affected; his 


" Thoughts are often above his & ubject, 
he and his Expreſſion almoſt always above 
ne | his Thoughts; and that whatſoever his 
or © Subjetts are, his Style is ſeldom alte- 


3 ee On the other Hand, Voiture is 
+ eaſy and unconſtrained; natural when 
1 E is moſt exalted, and ſeldom endea- 
it vo urg to be witty at the Expence of 
ng | br Reaſon. But tho his Thoughts 
of 'F are © as the moſt Part true and 777 

1 is 


The PREFACE. 
his Expreſſions are often defettive, and 
his Style is too little diverſified. * 

Having premiſed thus much, T believe 
it will be found by every impartial 
Reader, that the Author of theſe Let- 
ters, now ſubmitted to the publick, does 
not think out of Nature and good 
Senſe, and neither forces nor negletts 
his Expreſſions; and that he has al. 
ways taken Care to ſuit his Style 
10 his Subject, whether Familiar, 
or Sublime, or Didactic; and that he 
has more or leſs varied it in every 
Letter. And in this Manner of 
Writing, our Critick further affirms, 
that the Engliſh would ſurpaſs both 


would but cultivate it, for the very 
ſame Reaſons that they have ſurpaſ- 
ſed them in Comedy. SY OR. 


| Vale. 


the Antients and Moderns, if they 
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Believe it was with me when I lefth; * 
the Town, as it is with a re 1 
many honeſt Men een Gt 
the World, whoſe. Loſs: it ies 

1 they do not ſo much regret _ 
that of their Friends whom they leave behind 
in jt, For I do not know one Thing for 
which I can envy London, but for your conti- 
22 nuing there. Yet I gueſs you will expect I 
Z ſhould recant this Expreſſion, when l tell you, 
that Sab (by which heatheniſh Name you 
have chriſten'd a very orthodox Lady) did not 
accompany. me into the Country. However, 
I will confeſs my ſelf the leſs concern'd on 
that Account, becauſe I have no very violent 
1 0 sh n to loſe my * eſpecially in 10 
| Wil 
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8 9.1 ETT ERS to 


«fome Mila. ſtreet or Drury lane Damſeł; but 
here, where I could have met with no Redreſs 9 
from an unmerciful, virtuous. Dame, I muſt 


Hole, where 1 cou'd never rummage to 
bim again. 


dy in the Town ſtill, and 1 have my Heart in 
tne Country till, which being wholly unem- = 


how to ſhow Reſpect, where I feel Affection. 


Cf 

4 

= 

HERS 

f ine. ö Be 
* S * 


motrow; MN it is exactly the ſame with ye- 7 


Ys hd bre Place as this Foreſt is? In * 
the Town, 'tis ten to one but a young Fel =, 
low may find his ſtray'd Heart again, wich = 


for ever have loſt my little e In 1 
nd 


Well, Sir, you have your La- 


ploy'd as yet, has the more Room in it for pe 
my Friends, and does not want a Corner at 
your Service. To be ſerious, you have i 
extreamly oblig'd me by your Frankneſs and 
Kindneſs to me in Town: And I have a- 2 
bus'd it by too much Freedom on my Part, 
I hope you will attribute it to the natural 6 
Openneſs of my Temper, which hardly knows 


J wou'd love my Friend, as. my Miſtreſs, 36 


MN Vitbont, Ceremony; and hope a little rough 1 
*.-., Uſage ſometimes may not be more diſpleaſing 


40 The one, than it is to the Other. 3 
+} If you have any Curioſity'to know in what Y 
Com I live, or rather loſe a Life, in the © 

-Ountry 3 Martial will inform jou in. one 


 Prandeo, Poto, cans, ets lego, cæno, quieſco. © 
Every Day with me is literally another To- 
ſterday: It has the ſame Buſineſs, which is Po- 


etry; and the ſame Pleaſure, which is Idleneſs. 
A Man: might indeed paſs his Time much bet- 1 


mi queſtion if * Man could paſs it 
lie much 4 


— 


7. 
1 
BY 


.© 


| Henry CROMWELL, Eſq; 3 
much eaſier. Human Life (as Plutarch juit 
a ow told. me) is like a Game at Tables, where 
every one may wiſh for the beſt Caſt; but after 
- all, he is to make his beſt of that which hap- 
pens, and go on con:entedly. If you will + 
*> Fvilit our Shades this Spring, which I very much 
ſt "Rc eſite, you may perhaps inſtruct me to manage 
7 my Gaine more wiſely; but at preſent 1 am 
d atisfy'd to trifle away my Time any Way, ra- 
ther than let it ſtick by me; as Shop-keepers 
are glad to be rid of thoſe Goods at any Rate; 
which wou'd otherwiſeJUWayFb© lying upou 


* 


Sir, if you will favour me ſometimes with 
your Letters, it will be a great Satisfaction to 
me on ſeveral Accounts; and on this in par- 
ticular, That it will fhow me (to my Comfort) 
that even a wiſe Man is ſometimes very idle; 
for ſo you (muſ;needs)be when you-can find hy 
Time to wilt to ſuch a Fellow as 
_w_ | 


SIR, 


. 


Your moſt faithful $ 


aud obliged Servant, 


( 


One 45 f . A. Po PE. 


F. S. Pray do not put an Anachroniſm again 
7%, upon me, for my Game at Tables out of Pla- 
tarch. 2 | | 
I gave your Service to Mr. Myeberley yeſter- 
day, and defire-you to give mine to———Let 
Po- me ſee? Mr. Tydcome. = 
B 2 S Kren 
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Sir, | | 1 1708. 4 5 


"xn Is Letter greets you from the Shades; 
(oor thoſe which thin unbody'd Shadows 
Il, 

That glide along th* Ely/an Glades, 

Or skim the flow'ry Meads of Aſphodill:) 


But thoſe, in which a learned Author ſaid, E 
Strong Drink was drunk, and Gambols 5 3 


mn 1 

And two ſubſtantial Meals a Day were made., 1 
The Buſineſs of it is r expreſs, # 
From me and from my Holineſs, 
To you and to your Gentleneſs, 9 
How much I wiſh yot Health and Happineſs ; 19 
And much good News, and little Spleen as 
may be; ; 

A hearty Stomach and ſound Lady; 


And ev'ry Day a double Doſe of Coffee, 
To make you look as ſage as any Sopby- 
For the reſt, I muſt be content in plain Proſe A 


to aſſure you, that I am very much oblig'd ts 
you for the Favour of your 13 and in par- 
ticular, for the Tranſlation of that one Latin 
Verſe, which colt you three in n. | | 


One ſhort, one long, 
One ſmooth, one ſtrong, 
One right, « aut wrong: 


But 


1 


Hexxx CROMWETLTL, Eãi; 5 
But if I may be allowed to object againſt 
"BY ny thing you write (which I muſt do, if it 
rere only to be even with you for your Se- 
*Ferity to me) it ſhou'd be that Paſſage in yours, 


x 
2 


8 9 wh it was ſome Time before I could frame 
to my ſelf any plauſible Excuſe for this Ex- 
vs preſſion; but Affection (which you know, Sir, 
enxcuſes all Things) at laſt furniſh'd me with 
one in your Juſtification; which 1 have here 
*Z ſent jou, in Verſe, that you may have at leaſt- 
1 ſome Rhyme to defend you, tho' you ſhou'd 
have no Keaſon. e Ab | | 


5 If Wit or Critick blame the tender Swain, 
= Who iil'd the gentle Damſels in his Strain 
The Nymphs of Drury, not of Drary-laze ; 
Be this his Anfwer, and moſt juſt Fxcuſe— 
= «© Far be it, Sirs, from my more civil Mule, 
2 © Thoſe loving Ladies rudely to traduce. 
Alleys and Lanes are Terms too vile and bate, 
And give Ideas of a narrow Paſs; 
But the well-worn Paths of the Nymphs of 
Drury YE | 


R K * 


* : 


Ye. 


I made no. queſtion but the News of SA 
pPpbo's ſtaying behind me in the Town wou'd 
7 ſurprize you. But ſhe is ſince come into the 
Country, and to ſurprize you more, I will in- 
form you, that the firſt Perion ſhe nam'd when 
I waited on her, was one Mr. Cromwell. What 
an Aſcendant have you over all the Sex, who 
could gain the Fair- one's Heart by appearing 
before her in a long, black, unpowder'd . 
| "3 riwiß; 


\ 


where you are pleas'd to call the Whores of 
rary-lane, the Nymphs of Drury. I muſt” 


47 


Are large and wide, Tydcomb and I aflure / 
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> | LETTERS to. 


riwig; nay, without ſo much as the very Ex- | of 
tremities of clean Linen in Neckcloth and 
Cuffs! I gueſs that your Friend Pertummus | 4 
among all the Forms he aſſum'd to win the 2 
good Graces of Pomona, never took upon him 
that of a ſlovenly Beau. Well, Sir, I leave you 
to your Meditations on this Occafion, and to 
languiſh unactive (as you call it.) 

But I find I have exceeded my Bounds, and 
begin to travel on the Confines of Imperti- 
nence. However to make you amends, 1 ſhall 
defire Mr. Wycherley to deliver you this Let- 
ter, who will be ſure in leſs than a Quarter 
of an Hour's Converſation with you, to give 
you Wit enough to atone for twice as much 
Dulneſs as I have troubled you with. T here- 
fore I ſhall only give my ReſpeQs to lome of 
our Acquaintance, and conclude... 


40 To Baker firſt my Service, pray; 


Io Tydcombf eke, 
„And Mr. Cheek; 

| Laſt to yourſelf my beſt Reſpects I pay, 
And ſo remain, for ever and for ay. 


ST R, | 
Tour affedtionate 
bumble Servant, 


A. Pork. 


Hexax Crow LE, 2 7 


1 ; 
T RS DAGRARRIBLGRAREE. 
e LETTER III. 
"8 Sir, 1 | | N ovember Iſt. 1708. 
8 J HAVE been ſo well ſatisfy'd with the 
Country ever ſince I ſaw you, that 1 have 
d not ſo much as dneg thought of the Town, 
- | or enquir'd of any one in it beſides Mr. y- 
＋ beriey and yourſelf, And from him I under- 
„ Food of your Journey this Summer into Lei- 
pr cefterſhire ; from whence I gueſs you are re- 
e turn'd , by this Time, to your old Apartment 
h in the Widow's Corner; to your old Buſineſs 
of comparing Criticks, and reconciling Com- 
E mentators; and to the old Diverſions of a lo- 
== ſing Game at Picquet with the Ladies, and half 
2 Play, or a Quarter of a Play, at the Theatre; 
where you are none of the malicious Audi- 
"IP ence, but the chief of amorous Spectators; and 
for the Infirmity of one Senſe which could 
1 only there ſerve to diſguſt you, enjoy the Vi- 
bur of another which raviſhes you. 
Tou know, when one Senſe is ſuppreſt, 
It bat retires into the reſt. 
| (According to the Poetical, not the Learned, 
Dodell; who has done one Thing worthy of 
eternal Memory; : wrote two Lines in his Life 
9 that are not Nonſenſe!) So you have the Ad- 
or of being entertain'd with all the Beauty 
of the Boxes, without being troubled with any: 
of the Dulneſs of the Stage. You are ſo good 
', Þ a Critick, that 'tis the greateſt Happinets of 


the modern Poets that you do not hear hey 


> — 


& IE TAS, 
Works; and next, that you are not ſo arrant 


out hearing: But now I talk of thoſe Griticks, 

I have good News to tell you concerning my- 
ſelf, for which I expect you ſhou'd congratu- 
late with me: It is that beyond all my Ex- 

v pectations, and far above my Demerits, I have 
been molt mercifully repriev'd by the ſovereign 
Power of Jacob Tonſon, from being brought 
forth to publick Puniſhment ; and reſpited from 
Time to Time from the Hands of thoſe bar- 
barous Executioners of the Muſes, whom! 
was juſt now ſpeaking of. It often happens, 
that guilty Poets, like other guilty Criminals, 
when once they are known and proclaim'd, 
deliver themſelves into the Hands ot Jultice, 
only to prevent others from doing it more to 
their Diſadvantage; and not out of any Am- 
bition to ſpread. their Fame, by being executed 
in the Face of the Worlo, which is a Faine 
but of ſhort contiuuance. That Poet were a 
happy Man who cou'd but obtain a Grant to 
preſerve His for Ninety-nine Years ; for taoſe 
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are planted either in Jacob Tonſon's, or the 
Ordinary of Newgate's Miſcellauies. | 

I have an hundred Things to ſay to you, 
which ſhall be deferr'd till 1 have the Happi- 
neſs ot. ſeeing you in Town, for the Syga- 
fun now. draws on that invites every Body 
thither. Some of them I had communicated 
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not been uncertain where you paſs'd your Time 
the laſt Seaſon: 80 much fine Weather, I 
doubt not, has given you all the Pleaſure you 


Thoughts the beſt Company in it. But nothing 
e cou'd 


10 a Critick, as to damn them (like the reſt) with- 


Names very rarely laſt ſo many Days, which 


to you by Letters before this. Time, if J had 


cou'd defire from the Country, and your own: 


Pp HENRY CRoMWELL, Eſq, 9 
cou'd allure Mr. Wycherley to our Foreſt, he 
continu'd (as you told me long ſince he wou'd) 
an obſtinate Lanes of the Town, in Spite cf 
ZFriendſhip and fair Weather. Therefore hence- 


_ 

N VL 4 

5 * 2 
l 


forward, to all thoſe conſiderable Qualities I 


- 


1 
© know you poſſeſt of, I ſhall reckon that of 

Prophecy. But I ſtill believe Mr. }ycherley's 
In tentions were good, and am ſatisfy'd that he 
promiſes nothing but with a real Deſign to 
perform it: How much ſoever his other excel- 
= lent Qualities are above my Imitation, his Sin- 
= cerity, I hope, is not; and it is with the utmoſt 
that 1 am, | 


SIR. 
War muſh humbls 


1 "apt and obedient Servant, 


2 TIA * * — > 


| > N ff i P OP Ed 
4, P. &. Sir, I ſhall take it as a great Favour if you 
will give me a Line or two, directed to me 
at Binſield near Ockingham, by Ockingham Bag, 
7 Berks; and if Mr. Hycherley be in Town, you 
will oblige me by letting me know it; for I 
fear he is not well, having not heard a good 
= while from him, and not knowing where to 
direct a Letter to him in Cafe he be yet in the 
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] 

Y O had long before this Time been.trou- WF\ 
= bled with a Letter from me, but that I i 
1 t 

i 


1 
8 : * 


deferr'd it till I cou'd ſend you either the Miſ- 
cellany, or my Continuatiou of the Verſion of 
Statins, The firſt J imagin'd you might have 
had before now, but fince the contrary has 
happen'd, you may draw this Moral from it, 
That Authors in general are more ready to 
write Nonſenſe, than Bookſellers are to pub- 
liſh it. I had I know not what extraordinary. 
Flux of Rhyme upon me for three Days to- 
gether, in which Time all the Verſes you-ſee 
added, have been written; which I tell you 
that you may more freely be ſevere upon them. 
*Tis a Mercy 1 do. not aſſault you with a 
Number of original Sonnets and Epigrams, 
which our modern Bards put forth in the 
Spring: Time, in as great Abundance, as Trees 
do Bloſſoms, a very few whereof ever come 
to be Fruit, and pleaſe no longer than juſt in- 
their. Birth. So that they make no leſs Haſte 
| to bring their Flowers of Wit to the Preſs, 
1 than Gardiners to bring their other: Flowers to 


the Matket, which it they. can't get off their 
Hands in the Morning, are ſure to dye before E 


Night. Thus the ſame Reaſon that furniſhes 
Covent:Garden with thoſe Noſegays you ſo de- 
ight in, ſupplies the. Maſes Mercury, and 
© Briuſh Apollo (not to fay Jacob's Miſcella- 
nies) with Verſes. And it is the Happineſs of 
this Age, that the modern Invention of print- 
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= HENRY CROMWELL, Eſq, 11 
ing Poems for Pence a- piece, has brought the 


Noſegays off Parnaſſus to bear the ſame Price; 


* 


whereby the publick-ſpirited Mr. Henry Hills 
of Black-fryars, has been the Cauſe of great 
Eaſe and ſingular Comfort to all the Learned, 
who never over-abounding in tranſitory Coin, 
1 o . "Pp - "1 ® 

ſhou'd not be diſcontented (methinks) even 
tho' Poems were diltributed Gratis about the 


Streets, like Bunyau's Sermons and other pious 
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Treatiſes, uſually publiſh'd in a like Volume 


and Character. 


1 


RE <> 
St? 


The Time now drawing nigh, when you 


= uſe,” with Sapho, to croſs the Water in an 
= Ev'ning to Spring- Garden, I hope you will have 
Ja a fair Opportunity of raviſhing her ; —J41] 
mean only (as Olaſox in the Plain-dealer ſays) 
= of raviſhing her thro' the Ear with your well- 


1 penn'd Verſes. 


1 have been told of a 


= lucky Compliment of an Officer to his Mi- 


ſtreſs in the ſame Place, which I cannot but 
ſet down (and defire you at preſent to take 


it in good Part inſtead of a Latin Quotation) 
that it may ſome Time or other be improv'd 
by your Pronunciation, while you walk, Solus 


cum Sola, in thoſe amorous Shades. 


The Flow'rs march in her Van, Muk in her 


Rear,— 


I wiſh you all the Pleaſures which the Sea- 
ſon and the Nymph can afford; the beſt Com- 
pany, and the belt Coffee, and the belt News 
you can defire. And what more to wiſh you 


than this, I do not know; unleſs it be a great 


deal of Patience to read and examine the Ver 


ſes I ſend you; and I promiſe you in Return 
28 a great 


47 


verx / 


N ben at Spring- Garden Sapho deigns 1 appear, fo 


/ } 


T5 
8 


dtue enough ro be paſs'd into a Rule, but not a 


been reduc'd to practiſe. Bur this Example of 


momenta pear: T COR AS eee 
bY dots pw wh be wks lend a f. d 


C 


a great deal of Deference to your judgment, 
and an extraordinary Obedience to your Senti- 
ments for the future, (to which you know I 
have been ſometimes a little refractory.) If 
70u will pleaſe to begin where you left off 
aſt, and mark the Margins, as you have done 
in the Pages immediately before, (which you 
will find corrected to your Senſe ſince your 
laſt Peruſal) you will extreamly oblige me, 
and improve my Tranſlation. Beſides thoſe 
Places which may deviate from the Senſe of 
the Author, it wou'd be very kind in you to 
obſerve any Deficiencies in the Diction or 
Numbers. The Hiatus in particular | wou'd 
avoid as much as poflible, which you are cer- 
tainly in the right to be a profeſs'd Enemy to ; 
tho I confeſs I cou'd not think it poſſible at 
all times to be avoided by any Writer, till I 
found, by reading the famous French Poet Mal- 
Berbe lately, that there is but one throughout 
all his Poems. I thought your Obſervation 


Rule without Exceptions, nor that ever it had 


dne of the correQeſt and beſt of their Poets has 
undeceiv'd me, and confirms your Opinion 
very (ſtrongly, and much more than Mr. Dry- 
den's Authority, who tho? he made it a Rule, 


iy ſeldom obſerv'd it. Sir, I ſhall be very proud 
3 1 of a Line or two from you ſometimes during 


this Summer, which will (befalway3Yvery wel- 3 


come and very obliging to 
r f 
. Pur moſt humble and 
moſt obedient Servant, 
5 A. Port. 


A Wickuly boyd e- wma; thu 
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Henry CROMWELL, Eſq, 13 


one, in an uneaſy Stage-Coach ; a doleful 
hange from that agreeable' Company I enjoy'd 


he Night before! without the leaſt Hope of 
atertaintnent, but from my laſt Recourſe in 


o Acquaintance with the Moraliſts, and had 
ult receiv'd from them ſome cold Conſolati- 
dn for the Inconveniencies of this Lite, and 
Ine Incertainty of human Affairs; when | per- 
eiv'd my Vehicle to (top, and heard from the 
Side of it the dreadful] News of a ſick Wo- 
an preparing to enter it. *Tis not{eaſy to 
ruels at my Mortification, but being fo well 
ortify'd with Philoſophy, I ſtood reſign'd with 


omforted to find by her Voice and Dreſs, 
hat ſhe was young and a Gentlewoman ; but 


Jo ſooner was her Hood remov'd, but I ſaw 


ne of the fineſt Faces | ever beheld, and to 
ncreaſe my Surprize, heard her ſalute me by 
my Name. never (had) more Reaſon to ac- 


Nesse eee 
| LETTER V. u 
Dear Sir, Ga Fuly{ 11th. 1709. 


HE Morning after I parted with you, I 7 
found myſelf (as I had prophecy'd) all 


ch Cates, a Book, I then began to enter 


2 Stoical Conſtancy to endure the worſt of 
vils, a ſick Woman! I was indeed à little 


4 i : 


1 


af | 


cuſe Nature for making me ſhort ſighted than 


now, when I could not recolleq 1 had ever 
ſeen thoſe fair Eyes which knew me ſo well; 
and was "utterly at a Loſs how to addreſs my 
ſelf, til) with. a great deal of Simplicity and 


Innocence ſhe let me know (even before I 1 


diſcover'd 


9 


13 TErrens 6 A 
diſcover'd my Ignorance) that ſhe was the 
Daughter of one in our Neighbourtood, lite- 

II marry'd, who having been conſulting her 

| ©  Phyficians in Town, was returning into the 

Country, to try what gobd Ait and a new Hus- 
9 band'cou'd\, do to recover her. My Father, 
you mult kffow, has ſometimes recommended 1 
the Study of Phyſick to me, but the Devil take 
me if ever I had any Ambition to be a Doctor 
till this Inſtant. 1 ventur'd to preſcribe her 
ſome Fruit (which I happen'd to have in the f 
Coach) which being forbidden her by her 
damn'd Doctors, ſhe had the more lnclination 
to. lu ſhort, I tempted, and ſhe eat; nor was 
I more like the Devil, than ſhe like Eve. Ha- 
ving the good Succels of the foreſaid Gentle- 
man before my Eyes, I put on the Gallantry | 
of the old Serpent, aud in ſpite of my evil 
Form, accoſted her with all the Gayety I was 
:4 % Maſter of; which had ſo good Effect, that in © 
les than an Hour ſhe grew pleaſant, her Co- 
lour return'd, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay, m 
Preſcription had wrought an immediate Cure. 
In a Word, | had the pleaſanteſt Journey ima- | 
ginable; ſo that now, as once of yore, "by ½ 
means of the forbidden Fruit, the Devil got 
into Paradife. I ſhould not have us's this 
laaſt Phraſe, but that I know your civil Appre- 
„, henſion will not put any ill Conſtruction upon 
it; and you will firmly believe that we were 

as 8 as Sapfo and Mr. Crom- 

W603 | „ Wy 5 
Thus far (methinks) my Letter has ſome- 
thing of the Air of a Romance in it, tho? it | 
be true: But | hope you wil! look on what 
follows as the greateſt of all Truths, Thar I 
think myſelf extreamly. oblig'd by you in all 

1 BS es Fi Points, 


„ 


HxxRT CROMWE II, E/q; if 
Pointe, eſpecially for your kind and honoura- 
ple Information and Advice in a Mattet of the 
ytmoſt Concern to me, which I ſhall ever ac- 
r Knowledge as the higheit Proof at once of 
e Four Friendſhip, Juſtice, and Sincerity. At 
the ſame Time be aſſur'd, that Gentleman, 
ve ſpoke of, ſhall never by any Alteration in 
me diſcover my Knowledge of his Millake ; 
the hearty forgiving of which is the only Kind 
of Return I can poſſibly make him for ſo 
many Favours. And I may derive this Plea- 
ſure at leaſt from it, that whereas I muſt other- 
=2 wiſe have needs been a little uneaſy to know 
my lacapacicy of returning to his Obligations; 
Il may now, by bearing his Frailty, exerciſe my 
== Gratitude and Friendfhip more, than Himſelf 
either is, or perhaps ever will be ſenſible of. 


ie meos, primus qui me ſibi junxit, Amores _ 
Asſtulit; ille habeat ſecum, ſervetque Sepulchro ! 


But in one Thing, I muſt confeſs, you have // 75 
your ſelf oblig'd me more than any Man 
alive, even than Mr, ; which is, chat H | 
you have ſhow'd me molt of my Faults, to 
which as you are the more an implacable Ene- , 
my, by. ſo much the more{youtare a kind: 75 
Friend to me. I cou'd be proud, in Revenge, | 
to find a few Slips in your Verſes, which I. 
read in London, and fince in the Country with 
more Application and Pleaſure: The Thoughts; 
are very juit and noble, and you are ſure not 
to let them ſuffer by the Verſification. If you 
wou'd oblige me with the Truſt of any 
Thing of yours, I ſhou'd be glad to execute 

any Commiſſions you wou'd give me concern- 
ing them. I am here ſo perteRly at Leiſure,” 

7 e that 
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16 LETTERS to 1 
that nothing wou'd be ſo agreeable an Enter- = 


tainment to me; but if you will not afford Y 


me that, do not deny me at leaſt the SatisfaQi- | ö 
on of your Letters as long as we are , 
if you wou'd not have him very unhappy who Þ 

is e ſincerely A 


' Dear $1 R, 
Your moſs oblig'd and 
affectionate Servant, 1 
A. Pop E. a 
P. S. Pray give my Service toMe. . and | 
intreat him with all poſſible Tenderneſs not | 


to defraud me of the Letter he writ, and which | 
fo rightfully belongs to me. 


Having a vacant Space here, I will n 


i with a ſhort Ode on Solitude, which 1 


found yeſterday by great Accident, aud which 
1 find by the Date was written when I was | 
not twelve Years. old.; that you may perceive W 
how long I have continu'd in my Paſſion for 


.- A rural Life, and in the ſame Einploymeuts“ of | 


E | 


Happy the Man, who FT from Cs. 
_ The Buſineſs and the Noiſe of Towns, 
C antented breathes his native Air, 

In his own Grounds. 


W, boſe Herls with Milk , Whoſe Fields with Bread, | 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply N with Attire, 
= " Trees in Summer yield bim Shade, 
tn at Fire, 


Bleſt 


nn 


LR 


HENRY CROM WEIN, Eſq; 17 


A Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
= Hes Tears ſlide fulently away, 


ay, 


Ii Health of Body, Peace of Mind, p ; 
Kepoſe at Night; Study and Eaſe, 


Together mixt; ſweet Recreation; 


Ad Innocence which' moſt does pleaſe, 


With Meditation. - 


= Thus, let me live, unſeen, unknowns, 


That, unlamented; let me die 


Steal from the World, and not a Stone 


Teil where I he. 


« | ; 
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LETTER VI. 


Dear Sir, Auguſt 29. 1709. 

FF I were to write to you as often as I 
| = think of you, my Letters wou'd be as bad 
as a Rent-Charge ; but tho' the one be but 
too little for your Good-nature, the other 
wou'd be too much for your Quiet, which is 


. one Blefling Good- nature ſhou'd indiſpenfal 
receive from Mankind, in Return for thoſe 


many. it gives. I have been inform'd of late, 
how much I am indebted to that. Quality of 
yours, in ſpeaking well of me in my Abſence; 


thought, that a Friend will ſhow-juſt as 
much Indulgence, and no more, to my Fauks | 
when, I am abſent, as he does Severity to em 
When I am prefent. To be very frauk with 
you, Sir, I muſt own, that where I receiv'd ſo. 
"0" $ much 


2 the only Thing by which you prove yourſelf , a 
* un tho or Critick: Tho' indeed I have -- 


* 
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J 


thing to improve me. 


of theſe: Every Actor is much better known 
dy his having the ſame Face, than by keeping 
the ſame Character: For we change our Minds 

M7 -as' often as they can their Parts, and he who 
was yeſterday Ceſar, is to day Sir b Daw. 

0 80 that one might with much better Reaſon 
ask the ſame Queſtion of a modern Life, that 
Mr. Rich did of a modern Play; pray do me 
5 „ de 


. much Civility at firſt, I cou'd hardly have ex- th 
5 ſo much Sincerity afterwards. But now XZ 
have only to wiſh, that the laſt were but 
qual to the firſt, and that as you have omit- 


ed nothing to oblige me, ſo you wou'd omit no- 


I caus'd an Acquaintance of mine to enquire 
twice of your Welfare, by whom I have been 
intorm'd, that you have left your ſpeculative 8 
Angle in the Widow's Coffee-houſe, and bid- 
ding adieu for ſome Time to all the Rehear- 3 
fſals, Reviews, Gazettes, Tatlers, &c. have he- 
roically march'd off into Lincolnſhire, Thus 
I find you vary your Life in the Scene at leaſt, '* 
tho' not in the Aion; for tho' Life for the 
moſt Part, like an old Play, be ſtill the ſame, 
yet now and then a new Scene may make it 
more entertaining. As for myſelf, I wou'd 
not have my Life a very regular Play, let it be a 
good merry Farce, a G—d's Name, and a Fig 
for the critical Unities! Yet (on the other 
Side) I wou'd as ſoon write like Darfey, as 
live like Tydcombe; whoſe beaſtly, laughable | 
Life, is (if you will excuſe ſuch a Similitude) 
not unlike a Fart, at once naſty and diverting. * 
For the Generality of Men, a true modern 
Life is like a true modern Play, neither Tra- 
gedy, Comedy, nor Farce, nor one, nor all 


„ ALA WHATS oO hag 
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HEN RT CROM WELT, Eſq, 1g 
tne Favour, Sir, to inform me; Is this your Tra- 
Igedy or your Comedy? e ee 
XZ I have dwelt the longer upon this Argu- 
ment, becauſe I perſwade myſelf it might be 
uſeful at this Time, when we have no other 
Theatre, to divert ourſelves at this great one. 
Here is a glorious ſtanding Comedy of Fools, 
Fat which every Man is heartily merry, and thinks 


 Fhimſelf an unconcern'd SpeQator. This (to 


our ſingular Comfort) neither my Lord Cham- 
3 berlain, nor the Queen herſelf, can ever ſhut 
vp, or ſilence. While that of Drury (alas!) 


lies deſolate, in the profoundeſt Peace ! And the 


E melancholy Proſpect of the Nymphs yet lin- 
pears no leſs moving, than that of the Trejan 


now can they hope, diſpoſſeſs'd of their antient 
Seats, but to ferve as Captives to the infultin 

Victors of the Hay-Market * The afflicted Sub- 
jects of France do not, in our Poſt-man, fo 
grievouſly deplore the Obſtinacy of their. arbi- 
trary Monarch; as theſe periſhing People of 


22 R:ich, who like him, difdains all Propoſals of 
Peace and Accommodation? Several Libels 
have been ſecretly affix'd to the great Gates 


Memorial, repreſenting the Diſtreſſes of theſe 
= Perſons, has! been accidentally dropt (as we 
are credibly inform'd by a Perſon of Quality) 
out of his firſt Miniſter, the chief Box-keeper's 


his firſt Miniſter about the Part of the Confe- 
Part. Of this you may expe& a Copy as ſoon 


as it ſhall be tranſmitted to us from a 1 55 
LIEN | | | Ha 


— 


> gting penlive about its beloved Avenues, ap- 


Dames lamenting over their ruin'd Ilium! What 


Drury, the obdurate Heart of that Pharoab, 


of his imperial Palace in Bridges ſtreet ; and a 


Pocket, at a late Conference betwixt him and. 


derates, and his Theatrical Majeſty on his own 
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keported, that it has not been wholly ineffedtu- 
„Alz but this wants Confirmation; yet we can- 


*,*-haughty Prince to Reaſon. I am 
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Tour moſt obedient and | 


affedtionate Servant, 


7 
2 


oy 


not bat hope the concurring Prayers and Tears 


3 


„f ſo many. wretched Ladies may induce. this 
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 Þ>S. have not heard theſe two Months 
from Mr. Hycherley, tho' I have written to 
him twice. I am lince told he has been ill, 
which I am very much concern'd for, and 
fear is the Occalion of his Silence fince his 
laſt Letters, which were the kindeſt in the 
World. If you happen at your Return to find 
him in Town, it will be very obliging to let 
me know of it; in the mean time, a Letter 


from you will make me the beſt amends for | 


my Solitude. 


LETTER VII. 175 
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Hand. As for the late Congreſs, it is here 
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Sir, 120 October I9th. 1709. 1 
IMAX truly fay I am more oblig'd to you | 
this Summer than to any of my Acquain- | 


tance, for had it not been for the two kind 


Letters you ſent me, I had been perfectly, - 
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lituſſue meorum, obliviſcendus & illis, The 
2 F . 
Zonly Companions 1 had were thoſe Muſes of 


whom Tally ſays, Adoleſcentiam alunt, Senectu- 


tem obledtant, ſecundas res ornant, adverſis per- 
I ugium, ac ſolatium prebent, delectant domi, non 
impediunt forts, pernoctant nobiſcum, peregrinan- 
tur, ruſticautur. Which indeed is as much as 
ever lexpected from them; for the Muſes, if 


pou take 'em as Companions, like all the reſt, 


ver 


gare very pleaſant and agreeable ; but whoever 
2 ſhould be forc'd to live or depend upon 'em, 
would find himſelf in a very bad Condition. 
That Quiet, which Cowley calls the Compani- 
on of Obſcurity, was not wanting to me, un- 
leſs it was interrupted by thoſe Fears you ſo 
= juſtly gueſs I had for our Friend's Welfare. 
=X 'Iis extreamly kind in you to tell me the 
News you heard of him, and you have deli- us | 


7 


of ſome Things rewards it ſelf, as of Virtue, 
and. of Mr. ycherley. I am ſurpriz'd at the 
Danger you tell me he has been in, and muſt. 


© agree with you, that our Nation would have 
= loſt in him alone, more Wit, Probity, and. 


Good-natuie, than would have remain'd (for 


aught I know) in all the reſt of it. My Con- 


cern for his Friendſhip will excuſe me, (ſince 
I] know you honour him ſo much, and ſince 
you know 1 love him above all Men) if I 
vent a Part of my Uneaſineſs to you, and 
tell you, that there has not been wanting one 
(who is every Way a Scoundrel, but that he 
has the Luck to be born- a Gentleman): that 
has more than once inſinuated malicious Un- 


truths of me to Mr. Wycherley, which I fear 


may 


= verd me from more Anxiety than he imagimes“ 
x me capable of on his Aeeoum, as I am con- 
vinc'd by his long Silence. However the Love 


re 


22 LEHTTERS f | 1 
may have had ſome Effect upon him: If ſo, he wil! 
have a greater Puniſſunent tor his Credulity than! 
cou'd wiſh him in that Fellow's Acquaintance. The 
Loſs of a faithful Creature is ſomething, tho“ 
of never ſo contemptible an one; and if! 
were to change my Dog for ſuch a Man as 
the aforeſaid, 1 ſhou'd think my Dog underva- 
In'd; (who follows me about as conſtantlyß 
here in the Country, as I was us'd do Mr. - 
chenley in the Town) (1 == 
. Now I talk of my Dog, that I may. not 
treat of a worſe Subject which my Spleen 
tempts me to, I will give you ſome Account 
of him; a Thing not wholly unprecedented; 
ſince Moxtaigne (to whom I am but a Dog 
in Compariſon) has done the very ſame Thing 
of his Cat, Dic mibi quid melins deſidiuſus * 
am! You are to know then, that as tis 
leueis that begets Aftection, ſo my fuvou- 
ite Dog is a little one, a lean one, and none 
of the fineſt ſhap'd. He is not much a Spa- 
niel in his Fawning, but has (what might be 
worth many a Man's while, to imitate from 
him) a dumb furly Sort of Kindneſs, that ra- 
ther ſhows itſelf when he thinks me ill-us'd 7? 
by others, than when we walk quietly and peace- |. 
ably by ourſelves. If it be the chief Point of 
Friendſhip to comply with a Friend's. Motions 
and Inclinations, he poſſeſſes this in an emi- |? 
nent Degree; he lies down when I fit, and. |? 
walks where I walk, which is more than |” 
ry) many}good Friends can pretend to, wit-. | 
neſs our Walk a Year ago in S. James's. 
Park, Hiſtories are more full of Exam- 
ples of the Fidelity of Dogs than. of Friends, 
but 1 will not inſiſt upon many of em, be- 
cauſe it is poſſible ſome may be almoſt as fa- 
| bulous. 
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balous as thoſe of Pylades and Oreſtes, &c. 
I will only ſay for the Honour of Dogs, that 
the two antient and eſteemable Books, ſacred 
and prophane, extant, (diz. the Scripture and 
HAHomer) have a particular Regard. to theſe Ani- 
mals. That of Toby is the more remarkable, 
2X becauſe there was no Manner of. Reaſon to 
take Notice of the Dog beſides the great Hu- 
manity of the Author. And Homer's Account 
2 of Ulyſes's Dog Argns, is the molt pathetic 
2X imaginable, all the Circumſtances conſider'd, 
and an excellent Proof of the old Bard's 
7 Good-nature, es had left him at Ithaca 
when he embark'd for Troy, and found him 
on his Return after twenty Years, (which by 
the Way is not unnatural, as ſome Criticks 
have ſaid, fince I remember the Dam of my 
Dog who was twenty-two Years old when ſhe 
23 dy'd: May the Omen of Longevity prove for- 
tunate to her Succeſſor! ) You fhall have it in 
2 Verfe. . : | 1 


4 \ mamas Af. it 


5 | ARGUS 

1 IWnhen wiſe Ulyſſes from his native Coaſt 
Long kept by Wars, aud long by Tempeſts toſt, 

3 Arriv'd at laſt, pour, old, diſguis'd, alone, 
Jo all his Friends, and ev'n his Queen unknown, 
. Chang'd as he was, with Age, and Toils, and 
= Cares, RES oe 

7 Furrow'd his ia read Face, and white his Hairs, 
In hit un Palace forc'd to ask his Bread, 
Scorn'd by thoſe Slaves his former Bounty fed, 
Forgot of all his own domeſtick Crew, 

Hi faithful Dog bis + up Maſter knew! ũ 
* Unfed, unhons'd, neglected, on the Clay, ca 
! Like an old Servant, now caſhier'd, be lay, * x 
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And tho) ev'n then expiring on the Plain, 

Touch'd with Reſentment of ungrateful Man, 

And longing to behold his antient Lord again.] 

Him when he ſaw— he roſe, and crawh ul E 
to meet, * 

(Tas ol be cos. ) and fawn'd, and kiſi'd bil 

cet, 

Seix d with dumb Foy then falling by 7 
ide, 


Otis his returning Lord, bob up, and Dy al 


 Platarch (who if I have any Taſte, is the 
greateit of moral Philoſophers) relating how 
tne Athenians were oblig'd to abandon Athen 
in the Time of Tyemiſtocles, ſteps back again, 
out of the Way of his Hiltory, to deſcribe the, 
lamentable Cries and Howlings of the poor? 
Dogs, when left behind. He makes Mention 
of one that follow'd his Maſter a-croſs the 
Sea to Salamis, where he dy'd, and was ho-“ 
nour'd with a Tomb by the Athenians, who 
ave the Name of the Dogs-Tomb to that) 
Part of the i{l-ud where he was buried: This 
Reſpect ro a Dog from the molt polite People 
of the World, is very oblervable. A modern 
loſtance of Gratitade to a Dog (tho? we? 
have but few ſuch) is that the chief Order of 
Denmark (now call'd the Order of the Ele. w 
phant) was inſtituted in Memory of the Fidel'- 
ty of a Dog nam'd Wild hrat, by one of their 
Kings who had been deſerted by his Subjects, 
and gave this Motto, or to this Effect, Which 
ſtill remains; Wild- Brat was faithful. Sir 
William Trambull has told me a Story which 
he heard from one that was preſent, when our | 
King Charles I. being with ſome of his Court, | 


during bis Troubles, and a Diſcourſe ariſing 
What 
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phat Sort of Dogs deſervelPre· eminence, and 4 „ 
being on all Hands agreed to belong ei- 
Per to a Spaniel or Greyhound, the King pave 
c s Opinion on the Part of the Greyhound, 
ecauſe (ſaid he) it has all the Gopd-nature of ® 
„e other, without the Fawning. A fine Piece 4 
If Satire upon his Courtiers, with which I 
Fin conclude my Diſcourſe of Dogs. Call 
Ie a Cynick, or what you pleaſe, in Revenge 
1 Pr all this Impertinence, I will be contented, 
| rovided you will but believe me when I ſay Al 


20 
9 85 
1 
"= "7 
32 


of bold Word for a Chriſtian, that, of all Dogs, 
wi you Wiff-find none more faithful than | 
| Dear SI A, | 
ne n | 
ori Your moſt affectionate 

In Þ | 1 

ne! humble Servant, 
0-3 | NE | 1 
50 A. Pore, 
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rn LETTER VIII. 
3 Str,  _Nowember 30th. I 709. 


| A BO UT the Time that Mr. Wycherley 
came to London, I troubled. you ih a 


1 Letter of mine, in Hopes of prevailing with 
-'" ou to continue, the Favour of yours. But 
is, now Write, to convince you that Silence is 
cl ot always the ſureſt Guard againſt Imperti- 
oy Wence : I have too great a denſe of thoſe 


any Civilities received from you, to deſiſt 
rom only it, till I receive more: For 
oa not only have acquainted me with many — 


UW: a > J.ETS#2 $: ts 


'.of my Errors in Scribling, but with ſome in 

my Conduct; and”I owe to you the Know- . 
„ Things infinitely more of Concern Y 
6 to myſelf, than any thing of mine can be to 3 
others. The Advantage I have obtain'd from 
& both might Fndanger your being put upon an 
endleſs Trouble of critifizing on the reſt of 
my Faults, and therefore you have reaſon to 
make ſome delay with thoſe now under your 
Examination. Tho? I never cou'd expe&t you 
ſhou'd once look upon them, but when you 
3 were perfectly at Leiſure; yet ſo much Aſſu- 
Wrance your former Kindneſs had given me, 
that I was under ſome Apprehenſions for yout 
Health, on the Score of your Silence; and | 
defir'd Mr. V ycherley to inform me on that 
Subject; wh he did not, either through F or-i 
gertulneſs, or elſe believing I ſhou'd be toon 2 
in Town. And 1 had certainly been there de. 2 
fore this Time, had it been in my Power to 
comply with his moſt obliging Invitation, and 
my Deſires of ſeeing him and you. But inceli 
J find I muſt not hope for that Satisfaction 
[tilt after Chriſtmas, I entreat you will not, in 


to 
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; the mean time, let me be ſo unhappy as to 
W doubt of your Welfare; which is the ſole Bu-“ 
4 Ainefs of this Letter, that (ro make you dome 
bl amends for the unconſcionable Length of my 
bil laſt) ſhall not add a Word more but that 
1 which I hope you will ever believe, that 1\] 
| | am, 4 
1 | * 
0 Dear SI X, 3 


mn » We oy 


—y— 
" - 


Your moſt oblig'd and 
moſt hamble Servant, | 
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HENRY CROMWELL, Eſq, 274 
P. S. Pray continue to aſſure Mr. Hcherley 


and let him know 1 writ to him two Poſts 


expected ir, in reviewing the Papers I ſent 


cou'd ſupply the blank Spaces I left in the fair 
Copy, by hour Approbation. If. therefore you 


with any Decency. I am mightily pleas'd with 


Gentlemen of my Acquaintance, with theirs,. 


Jof my real Affection for, and Service to him, 9 


ſince. You will likewiſe oblige me by giving 

f Service to Mr, Betterton when you ſee 
him, who (l am afraid) is not well, not ha- 
Ning ſeen his Name among the Actors in the 
Z publ.ck Advertiſements. 
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LETTER IX. 


Dear Sir, December 15th. I 709.- 
Receiv'd the Favour of your kind Letters- 
wherein I find you have oblig'd me before 


you ; I have been ask'd, I believe twent 
times, by Sir William Trumbull for a. Sight. of 
that Tranſlation, hut have deferr'd it till I. 


will ſend it inclos'd to Mr. Thorold the Po— 
bacconiſt in Duke, ſtreet, to be ſent me by the 
Coach, as foon as you can conveniently ;" it 
wilt come very opportunely; ſince I find 
can no longer refuſe ta ſhow it to Sir Milliam 


your OvjeQion to my attributing Friendſhip to- 
Dogs, yet think the Want of Equality is no 
Obltacle to the Friendſhip of ſome Country 


| am extreamly impatient to enjoy your agree- 
able Converſation, and to let you know how 
mach. I prefer it to any here, where indeed 
Dogs and Men are much on a Level, only 
the firſt have more Good- nature and more Sa- 

; D 2. gacity. 


0 A.- Madl Be ane) hub ne UU: 
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| gacity. If I were not at this inſtant very much e 
afflicted with the Head-ach, I would otter a feu 
more Conſiderations in Behalf of the four. 
legg'd Part of the Creation. But I will on- 
ly add one Word, that you and I will rever® 
difagree about Dogs, or any lhing elſe, for 
JT am with very much Elteem, and ever will 
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Wur moſt faithful Friend, 
aud bumble Servant, 


A. Po PEP 


* 
6 
<0 


| Y P. S. 1 deſign to write to Mr. Maberle) ; 


' by this oft, in Anſwer to the molt kind and 
. friendly LetteFTever_receiv'd;+fhall never? 
de unhappy or melancholy in the Country, as 


long as he and you will oblige me with your 
Letters, | 3 


eee eee ee Hs | 


LETTER X. 


Sir, 5 
1 had written to you ſnoner, but that I made 
_* ſome Scruple of ſending profane Things“ 
to you in Holy Weck. Beides our Family} 
wou'd have been ſcandaliz'd to ſee me write, 
who take it for granted, I write nothing but“ 
ungodly Verſes; and they ſay here ſo many) 
Prayers, that I can make but few "Or | 


my Szatins, can amuſe a whole Board of Ju- 


Henry CROMWELL; E/q; 29 


For in this Point of Praying, I am an occaſional .. 
Conformiſt. So juſt as I am drunk or ſcan- 
dalous in Town, according to my Company, 

am for the ſame Reaſon grave and godly here. 
II aſſure yon I am look'd upon in the Neigh- 
I bouthood for a very ſober and well-difpos'd: 
Perſon, no great Hunter indeed, but a great 


Eſteemer of the noble Sport, and only unhap- | 


Zpy in my Want of Conſtitution for that, and [ 
Drinking. They all ſay 'tis Piry I am fo fick- | 


ly, and | think *tis Pity they ate ſo healthy: 


But I ſay nothing that may. deſtroy their good 
Opinion of me. I have not quoted one Latin 
Author ſince I came down, but have learn'd A 


without Book a Song of Mr. Thomas Dur- , 


putatiqn in this Country, He makes all the. 
Merriment in our Entertainments, and but for 
him, there wou'd be fo miſerable a Dearth of 
Catches, that I fear they wga'd (ſans ceremo- 
nie) put either the Parſon or me upon making 
ſome for em. Any Man, of any Quality, is 
heartily welcome to the beſt Topeing- Table . 
of our Gentry, who can roundly hum out 
ſome Fragments or Rhapſodies of his Works: AT 1 
So that in the ſame Manner as was ſaid of 0} | 
Homer, to his DetraQtors ; What? Dares Wy --—4 
Man {peak againſt him who has given ſo ma- 
ny Men to eat? (meaning the Rhapſodiffs. v | 
who liv'd by repeating his Verſes) So- may-It-;* 
be faid of Mr. Nurfey, to his Detractors!; + 
Dares any one deſpile him, who has made fo. 
many Men drink? Alas, Sir! This is a Glo- 
ry which neither you nor I mult ever pretend 

to. Neither you, with your Ovid, nor 1 with 4 
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tion! T hele Things (they wou'd ſay) are too 
ſtudious, they may do well enough with ſuch 
as love Reading but give us your antient Poet 
Mr. Darfey! Tis mortifying enough, it muſt 
de confeſs'd; but however, let us proceed in 
the Way that Nature has directed us 
Multi multa ſciunt, ſed nemo omnia, as it is 
ſaid in the Almanack. Let us communicate 
our Works for our mutual Comfort; ſend me 
Elegies, and you ſhall not want Heroicks. At 


| 2 hope for as ſoon as I can conveniently tran- 
to give me ſhall be punQually obey'd. 


Dear Sir, I gige you my Thanks for Abun- 
dance of Givi and Good-nature ſhown to 
me in Town on all Occaſions, and deſire you 
to believe me always ſenſible of the Favours 
of my Friends, which 1 never forget, any more 
than 1 do my Friends themſelves. Tis the 
chief of my Pleaſures here, to be aſſur'd of 
their Welfare, and I envy the Town for no- 
i thing elſe but their continuing in it. You 
Ml LU Will oblige me b giving my Service to thoſe 

14 „at the Coffee-houſe that have ſo little to em- 

0 ploy their Thoughts as to qnquire of me; and 
7 pray when you ſee Mr. Balam do the ſame, 
l who (you told me) was ſo obliging as to in- 
Im in great Impatience of the Favour of a 


1 


0 | ps 


Hum of Approbation, or Laugh of Admira- | 


E416 
As: D. 


I ſcribe *em, and whatſoever Orders you rgpleaNy ( 


tend me his Company before I left London. 


preſent, have H theſe Arguments in Proſe 

to the Thebaid, which you claim by Promiſe, | 
a8 I do your Tranſlation of———Pars me 
„ Salmo tenet — and the King: The reſt 10, 
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Line from you, which will be at all Times 


extreamly welcome to, 
SIR, 


ur very faithful 
April oth. 1710. 


and oblig'd Servant, 
KL OPE. 


Dear Sir, 


HAD not omitted to expreſs my Ac- 
knowledgments to you for ſo much Good- 


nature and Friendſhip as you lately ſhow'd me, 
till this Time; but that I am but juſt return'd 
to my own Hermitage, from Mr. Caryl's, 
who has done me ſo many Favours, that 1 
zm almoſt inclin'd to think my Friends 
2 infe& one another, and that your Converſation 
with him has made him almoſt as obliging 
to me as yourſelf. I can aſſure yon he has 
a ſincere Reſpect for you, and this I believe 
he has partly contracted from me, who am 
too full. of you, not to overftow upon thoſe 
J converſe witb. But I muſt now be conten- 


ted to canFerſe only with the Dead of this 


as their 


World, that is to ſay, the dull and obſcure, 
every. Way obſcure, in their Intellects as well 
Perſons.: Or. elſe. have Recourſe to 


— 


the | 


=” 


e erer 
the living Dead, the old Authors, with whom 
you are ſo well acquainted, even from Virgi! 
down to Aulus Gellius, whom I do not think 
a Critick by any Means to be compar'd to 
Mr. Dennis. And I mult declare poſitively | 
to you, that I will perſiſt in this Opinion, 
till you become a little more civil to Azzicas. | 
Who cou'd have imagin'd, that he who had |? 
eſcap'd all the Misfortunes of his Time, un- 
hurt, even by the Proſeriptions of Antony and | 
Auguſtus, ſhou'd in theſe Days find an Ene- 
4 my more ſevere and barbarous than thoſe Ty- 
WT, rants; and that Enemy, the gentleſt top, the |? 
mn w/ beſt-natur'd of Mortals, Mr. Cromwell? Whom |” 
1 muſt in this compare once more to Hugu-- 
ſtus; who. ſeem'd not more unlike himſelf in FF 
the Severity of one Part, and the Clemency of 
the other Part of his Life, than you? I. leave 
You to reflect on this, and hope, that Time 
(which mollifies Stones, and of ſtiff Things 
makes limber) will turn a reſolute Ctitick to | 
a gentle Reader; and inſtead of this poſitive, Þ 
tremendous, new. faſnion'd Mr. Cromwell, re- 
ſtore unto us our old Acquaintance, the ſoft, 
beneficent, and courteous Mr. Cromwell. 
lexped much, towards the civilizing of you 
in your critical Capacity, from the innocent | 
Air and Tranquility of our Foreſt, when you 
do me the Favour to vifit it: In the mean time, 
it wou'd do well by Way of Preparative, if, 
you wou'd duly and conſtantly every Morning, 
read over a Paſtoral of Theocritzs or Virgil; 
and let the Lady Ifabella put yoyr MacrobinÞ 
and Aulus Gellizs ſomewhere out of you t 
Way, for a Month, or ſo: (by which Time 
I ſhall impatiently expect, to' fee you, accor- tc 
ding to your Promiſe.) Who knows, bt 
any, „„ Travelling 8 
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HENRY CROMWELL, Ei; 33 
Travelling and daily Airing in an open Field, 
may contribute more ſucceſsfully to the Cool- 
ing a Ciitick's Animoſity, than it did to the 
Alſwaging of Mr. Chee#'s Anger, of old? 
In theie Fields you will be ſecure of finding 
no Enemy, but the moſt faithful and affectio- 
nate of your Friends, Wy 


Your humble Servant, 


LETTER XII. . 
8 „ 
FTERI had recover'd from a dangerous 


+> Ilineſs which was firſt contracted in Town, 
about a Fortnight after my Coming hither, I 


Z troubled you with a Letter, and a Paper in- 


clos'd, which you had been ſo obliging as to 
defire a Sight of, when laſt I ſaw you, pro- 


miſing me in return ſome Tranſlations of yours 


from Ovid; ſince when I have not had a Syl- 
lable from your Hands; ſo that *tis to be fear'd, 
that tho* I have eſcap'd Death, I have not 
Oblivion. I ſhou'd at leaſt have expected you 


to have finiſh'd that Elegy upon me, which | 
you told me you was upon the Point of e- | 


ginning when I was ſick in London; it yc 
a will 


At 
Si U 


A. Pore. 


. The tenth of May; that is (in Metre) 
Juſt fifty Days before St. Peter. 
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will but do ſo much for me firſt, I witli [| 

give you leave to forget me: afterwards ; and 
tor my own Part will die at Diſcretion, and { 
at my Leiſure. But I fear 1 muſt be forc'a I 
like many learned Authors, to write my own | t 
Epitaph, if I wou'd be remember'd at all; 1 
Meme de la Fontaines wou'd fit me to a if 
Hair, but it is a kind of Sacrilege, (do you L 
| think ir is not? + tos ſteal Epitaphs. In my 
wt M4 preſent, living, dead Condition, nothing wou'd: b 
iv; be properer than. Oblitaſque meorum, obliviſcen- : \ 
| es dur & illis but that unluckily 1 Ka. | £ 
forget my Friends, and the Civilities I receiv'd { 1 
from one Mr. Cromwell, and ſome others. 
They ſay indeed 'tis one Quality of generous 8 
Minds to forget the Obligations they have con- 


ferr'd, and perhaps too it may be ſo, to forget 
thoſe on whom they conferr'd 'em? Then in- 
deed I muſt be forgotten to all Intents and 
Purpoſes! F am, it mult. be own'd, dead ip a 
natural Capacity, according to Mr. Bickerſtaff; 
dead in a Poetical Capacity, as a damn'd Au- 
thor; and dead in a civil Capacity, as a_uſe- Þ 7 
leſs Member of the Common- wealth bury'd Þ 
in Solitude: But reflect, dear Sir, what melan- 
choly Effects may enſue, if dead Men are not 
civil to one another? If he who has nothing 
to do himſelf will not comfort and ſupport 
another in his Idleneſs? If thoſe who are to 
die themſelves will not now and then pay the 
Charity of viſiting a Tomb and a dead Friend, 
and ſtrowing a few Flow'rs over him? In 
the Shades where I am, the Inhabitants have 
a mutual Compaſſion for each other: Being. 
all alike Inanes, and Umbratiles, we ſaunter to 
one another's Habitations, and daily aſſiſt each 
other in doing nothing at all; all this I men- 
| tion. 
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Henry CROMWELL, Ei; 35 
tion for your Edification and Example, that 
2 Toat plein du vie as you are, yet you may not 
ſometimes diſdain deſipere in loco. At 
leaſt remember the dead, you that are among 
the Living. Tho? you are no Papiſt, and have 
not ſo muchRegard to the dead as to addreſs your- 


pour Silence) yet I hope you are not one of 
= thoſe Heterodox, who hold the Dead to be 
totally inſenſible of the good Offices and kind: 
Wiches of their living Friends, and to be them- 
| ſelves in a dull State of Sleep, without one 


Dream of thoſe they left. behind them? If 


you are, let this Letter convince you to the 


| = contrary, which aſſures you, I am ſtill, tho' in 
a State of Separation, | 
A. 

: SI X, 

| | | 

I Your moſt faithſul and 

» ; TR eg 7 

- affedtiouate humble Servant, 
g May 1hth. 1710. x 


: A. PopE. 
| P. S. This Letter of Deaths, puts me in 
3 Þ Mind of poor Mr. Betterton's; over whom 
t 1 wou'd have this Sentence of Tally for an 


O Þ Epicaph. | 1 
e 1 
d, 


Vitæ bene ate jucundiſima eſt Recordatio. 


bell to chem, (which I plainly perceive by | 
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Dear Sir, 
Is very nat oung Friend, and 
T very natural for a young Friend, an 
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LETTER XIII. 
Funel 24th. 1710. 


a young Lover, to think the Perſons 
they love have nathing to do but to pleaſe 
them ; when perhaps they, for their Parts, had 
twenty other Engagements before. This was 
my Caſe when | wonder'd I did not hear 
from you ; but I no ſooner receiv'd your ſhort 
Letter, but I forgot your' long Silence ; and 
ſo many fine Things as you ſaid of me cou'd 
not but have wrought a Cure on my own 
Sickneſs, if it had not been of the Nature of 
that, which is deaf to the Voice of the Char- 


mer. *I was impoſſible you cou'd have better 


time'd your Complement on my Philoſophy ; 
it was certainly propereſt to commend me for 
it jult when I moſt needed it, and when ] cou'd 
lealt be proud of it; that is, when I was in 
Pain. *Tis not eaſy to expreſs what an Ex- 
altation it gave to my Spirits, above all the 


Cordials of my Doctor; and "tis no Compli- 


ment to tell you, that your Compliments 
were ſweeter than the ſweeteſt of his Juleps 


and Syrups. But if you will not believe ſo 


much, 
M'a ſoulage dans ce moment ; 
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t reuvoye mon 


Neyer- 
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Nevertheleſs 1 wou'd not have you entirely 


lay aſide the Thoughts of my Epitaph, any 
more than I do thoſe of the Probability of my 


becoming (e're long) the Subject of one. For 
Death has of late been very familiar with 
ſome: of my Size; I am told my Lord Lam 
ley and Mr. Liteon ate gone before me; and 


to“ I may now without Vanity eſteem my» ?.1 
ſelf the leaſt 9 like a Man in Eug lan, yet 
O 


can't but be ſorry two Heroes. of ſuch a 
Make ſhou'd die inglorious in their Beds; when 
it had been a Fate more worthy our Size, had 
they met with theirs from an Irruption of Cranes, 
or other warlike Animals, that of old were 
Enemies to our Pygmæan Anceſtors! You of 


a ſuperior Species little regard what befals us, 
Homunciolos Seſquipedales; however you have 


no Reaſon to be ſo unconcern'd, ſince all 
| Phyſicians agree, there is no greater Sign 

| a Plague among Men, than Mortality among 
| Frogs. I was the other Day in Company 
| with a Lady, who rally'd my Perfon; ſo much, 


| as to cauſe a. total Subverſion of my; Counte- Þ 


| nance; Some Days after, to be reveng'd on 


her, I preſented her among] other: Company the 4 
following Rondeau on that Oceaſion, which I 1 


deſire you to ſhow Sapho. _ 43 
INTER . r „ 2804 

You know where you did deſpiſe 

(T*other Day) my little Eyes, 4. dne 

Little Legs, and little Thirhs, i -::5418 v6 

And ſome Things little Sie, 

9 Tou know where. | .. 


Tow, "tis true, have fine black Eyes, 
Taper Legs, and mp, 7 hight, 
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Gris Sore of Baie ad \caJl'd he 1 is 
— 5 IIndver knew practis'd in our Nation, 
and verily: believe it: was not in Uſe with 
47 705 2 72 Romaniß neither Macrobins nor 
957 de perv, 3 the vulgar Spelling and Pro- 
nounciug it Round 0, is à manifeſt! Corruption, 
und by no means to de allow'd of by Criticks. 
Some may miſtakenly imagine that it was a 
Sort of Rouueun which the Gallic Soldiers ſung 
in Cæſar's Triumph over | Gant;>——  Gallias 
Caſar ſubegit;, Me. as it is recorded by Set-: 
ius in Julio: And ſo derive its Otiginab from 
the antient Gault to the modern French; but 
this is erroneous, the Words there, not being ex- þ 
aQaly'rang*d: according to the Laws of the Kun-. 
Weay, as laid down by Clement Marotr. If.you 
will ſay that the Song of the Selen tight be 
bot the rude Beginning of this Kind of Poem, 
and ſo conſequently imperfect, neither Hein- "2 
Nu, nor I ate of that Opinion; and ſo I con- 
| clude, — 850 we know nothing of. the. Mat. A 

| ter.“ YE 
ng Bats Sir, I ask your Pardon tor all this 2 
% Buffoonry, which Icou'd not addreſs to any |? 


oue fo well as, 10 Hos, Pace have on 
by Kgperience, you, 'moſt-\eaſity forgive my 


g 38 . ; LETTER 8 to 


. what, more than all: We Foro os ff 
5.8 Tg fs little Mara ono n 


10 


Rinencies. Pis only to ſhow you that 
1 am mindful of you at all Times, that! 
write at all; and as nothing that I can ſay = 
can be worth your Reading, 510 I may as wel! 
throw out what oi: vpperttoſt, as ſtady:ro þ 
be dull. When you are very idle, I hope to 


Vu know, where, 


ng the leaſt notice of it. Tis to 


Not! 


hear = 


5 RY GCnowEL 1 „ 


hear from you, for at ſuch Times you — 
8 remmermder there is in the World ſuch! 2 bers 


_—y 4 * 
3 £3107 5543 3 


| ow S 7 R * 
2 wy Saittful 
. and lumble wir 
| and Park 
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P. s. Mr. Euglefvld ann enquires of you} p 
and drinks yours and Mrc Wycherley's Health A” | 
with true Country Affection. He charges me 
to give you his moſt humble Service, and hopes A410 
the Ladies of Drury ate no leſs favourable woe 
you now, than N of. cf were fors/ 1 


161J11ͤÜ§5 . 
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Dear TM orga an 5 PIER 21, 4710? 


is | 113 UR Letters are a perfect Charity to a 

1 Man as much bury'd in Retirement as ww 
1 ever Hermit was, utterly forgotten of all his 
y Friends but you ; for fince Mr. }4ycherlfy left * 
at London, I have not heard a Word Trum bim; 
| FF tho? juſt | before, and once ſſince, 1 Writ to 
him, and thu? I know my {elf guilty 'of 'hs 
Offence but of doing ſincerely, juſt What he 
bid me. Hoc mibi Libertas, hoc pig Lingua -» * 
. 1 the 2 ng og he ee ene -* 7 
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the keeping me in Ignorance of, his Welfare, 
Which Jam always very ſollicitous for, and 
very uneaſy in the Fear of any Indiſpoſition 
that may befal him. I juſt now receiv'd 
Notice from one whom I deſir'd to enquire. 
of your Health, that you ſhall be in Town 
this Fortnight, and then deſign for Lincolnſpire; 
before which 1 hope to hear from you, not be- 
ing able to ſee you as I fully intended to have 
done this Week; Fexpe& a Solution of the 
Queries I ſent you ſome Time ago, where 1 
think-you have not Verſe enough to be ſevere 
1 upon, in Revenge for my laſt Criticiſm, in 
4 A one Point of which JI muſt perſiſt, that is to 
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fay, my Diſlike of your Paradiſe, in which J 
take no Pleaſure; I know very well that in 
» 3; Greek 'tis not only us'd by AXenophen, but is a 
common Word for any Garden; but in Es- 
% it ever bears the Signification, and con- 
= - veys the Idea of Eden, which alone is (I think) | 
a Reaſon againſt making Ovid uſe it, who | 
will be thought. to talk too like a Chriſtian 
in your Verſion at leaſt, whatever it might 
have been in Latin or Greek, As for all the 
reſt of my Rematks, ſince you do not laugh 
at em as at this, I can be ſo civil, as not to | 
lay any Streſs upon 'em (as I think I told you 
before) and in particular in the Point of Tree? 
enjoying, you have, I muſt own, fully ſatisfy'd 7 
me that the Expreſſion is not only defenſible, 


df 


— 


\ 


but beautiful. 1 ſhall be very glad to ſee your 
Tranflation of — Ad Amicam navigantem, 
as ſoon as you can; for (without a Comple- 
we | ment to you) every thing you write either in 
M Verſe or Proſe, is moſt welcome to me; and 
3 dF e may be confident, (if my Opinion can 
h be of any Sort of Conſequence to any thing} 
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HENRY CROMWELL, E/q; 41 
that I will never be unſincere, tho? | I may 
be often miſtaken. - To uſe Sincerity with 


you is but paying you in your own Coin, 
from whom | have experienc'd fa much of it; 


and I need not tell you how much I u real- 

ly eſteem and admire you, when J aſſute y 

I eſteem and admire nothing in the Worid fo 

much as that Quality. I know you ſometimes 

ſay civil Things to me in your Epiſtolary 

Style, but thoſe 1 am to make Allowance for, 

as particyJarly when you talk of Hamiring; 

tis a Word you are ſo us'd to in Converſa- 

tion of Ladies, that ic will cteep into your 

Expreſſions in Spite of yon, ey'n;t0. your 
Friends. But as Women when they think 

themſelves ſecure of Admiration, commit a 
thouſand Neghgencies, which ſhow them ſo 

much at Diſadvantage, and off of their Guard, 

as to loſe the little real Eſteem or Love they 
had before: ſo when Men imagine others en- 
tertain ſome Eſteem for their Abilities, they 


often expoſe all their Imperfections, and fool- 


iſn Works, to the Diſparagement of the little 
Wit they were thought Maſters of: I am go- 


eing encourag 
ndulgence) ſome Verfes of my Youth, or ra- 
ther Childhood; which (as I was a great Ad- 
mirer of Waller) were intended in Imitation 


ing to, cxemplify-.this 0 vu, in pyring. o 
er e 0 rs 1 


of his Manner; and are perhaps, ſuch Imita- 


tions, as thoſe which awk ward Country Danes 
make, after the fine and well-bred Ladies of 


the Court. If yon will take 'em with you 


into Lincolnſhire, they may ferve to ſave you 


one Hour from the Converſation of the Coun- 


try Gentlemen and their Tenants,” (Wo differ 
but in Drefs . it de here 


2 Ligrens fo” © 

as bad as here} is even worſe than my Poe- 
try. I fancy you have not many Sir Woolaſton 
Dixty's in Lincolnſhire, than whom 1 have 
not met with a better bred or better natur'd 
Gentleman, and to whom 1 beg you will 
give my moſt humble Service. 1 hope your 
Stay there will be no longer than (as Mr. 
Meberley calls it) to rob the Country, and 
run away to London with your Money. In 
. the mean Time I beg the Favour of a Line 
from you, and am (as I will never ceaſe to 
Dan $3 | h 


Dear SI R, 


A "a 5 e Tour moſt oblig ! 


fläasbſal Friend, and 


i” bumble Servant, 
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ming Oi October 12th. 1910. 


J Pcferr'd anſwering your laſt, upon the 
Advice I receiy'd that you were leaving the 
T,own, for ſome, Time, and expected your 
eturn with Impatience, having then a Deſign | 
0 ſeeing my Friends there, among the firſt of 3 
Which I have Reaſon to account yourſelf. But 


7 
* 


- My almoſt continual Illneſſes prevent that, as 
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HENRY CROM WELT, Eſq; 43 
well as moſt other Satisfactions of my Life: How- 
ever I may ſay one good Thing of Sickneſs, 
that jt is the beſt Cure in the World for 
Ambition, and Deſigns upon the World or 
Fortune; it inakes a Man pretty indifferent 
for the future, provided he can but be eaſy, 
by Intervals, for the preſent. He will be con- 
tent to compound for his Quiet only, and 
leave all the circumſtantial Part and Pomp of 
Life to thoſe, who have a Health vigorous 
enough to enjoy all the Miſtreſſes of their 
Defires. I thank God, there is nothing out 


of ſeeking, except a Friend ; a Happineſs I 
once hop'd to have. poſſeſs'd in Mr. I/achas- 
464+; but Quantum mutatus ab ills! ————_— 
] have for ſome Years been employ'd much 
like Children that build Houſes. with Cards, 
endeavouring very buſily and eagerly to raiſe a 
2 Friendſhip, which the firſt Breath of any ill- 
natur'd By-ſtander cou'd puff away. 
But 1 will trouble you no farther with wri- 
ting, nor my ſelf with thinking of this Sub- 
jet. Jy | | 

I was mightily pleas'd to: perceive by your 
Quotation from FVoiture, that you had track'd 
my Muſe's Steps backward ſo far as France. 
2} You ſee 'tis with weak Heads as with weak 
Stomachs, they immediately throw out what 
they receiv'd laſt. And what they read, floats. 
upon the Surface of their Minds, like Oil up- 
on Waters, without incorporating. This, I 
think, however can't be ſaid of the Juvenile 
Love Verſes I laſt troubled you with, where 
2 all (I am afraid) is ſo. Puerile, and ſo like the 
Author, that no Body will ſuſpe& any thing 
to be borrow'd. Yet you, (as a Friend; en- 
4 _ tertaining 


of myſelf which I would be at the Trouble 


I RE IO 


<4 :15 LETTERS ©: 7114, 
tertaining a better Opinion of 'em) it ſeems, 
ſearch'd in Haller, but ſearch'd in vain. Your 
Judgment of 'em which you give in French, 
is (1 think) very right, —- for it was my own 
Opinion betore. If you think 'em not worth 
the I rouble of correQing, pray tell me fo 
freely, and it will ſave me a Labour; if you 
think the contrary, you 'wou'd particularly ob- 
lige me by your Remarks in the Margins on 
the ſeveral I houghts as they occur, and ſend- 
ing them when you have done-——— long 
to be nibling at your Verſes, and bave not 
forgot who/promis'd me O vids Elegy ad Ami- 
cam Navigantem: Had Ovid been as long com- 
poſing it, as you ſending it, the Lady might 
have ſail'd to Gades, and receiv'd it at-her 
Return. I have really a great Itch of Criticiſm 
upon me, but want Matter here in the Coun- 


try; which I deſire you to furniſh me with, 


as I do you in the Town. 
Sie ſer vat Studii Federa quiſque ſui. © 


I am oblig'd to Mr. Cary] (whom you tel! 
me you met at Epſom) for telling you Truth, 
as a Man is in theſe Days to any one that 
will tell 1 ruth 10 one's Advantage, and | think 
no Itutheis more to mine, than- what he told 


vou, and 1 ſhou'd be glad to tell all the Þ 
World that I h ave an extteam AtieQion and 


Ettcem for you. 
Tecum etenim longos memini conſumere ſoles, 
Et tecum primas Epulis decerpere Noctes, 
 Unnm Opus & Requiem pariter diſponimus am- 
Arque verecunda laxamns ſeria Menſa, 
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HENRY CromweLr, Eſq, 45 


By theſe Epale, as I take it, Perſius meant 47 7 


the Portugal Snuff and burn'd Claret, which 

he took With his Maſter Cor7azzs, and the Ve- 

recunda 27 * was, Without Diſpute, ſome 
= Coffee-houſe Fable ofthe Antients.—T will only 
= obſerve, that theſe four Lines are as elegant 
and muſical as any in Per/zus, not excepting 
2 thoſe ſix or. ſeven which Mr. Dryden quotes 
as the only ſuch in all that Author. [ 
cou'd be heartily glad to repeat the SatisfaQi- 
on deſcrib'd in them, but alas! 855 


Fatis agimur, cedite Fatis ! 

Which, in our Tongue, as J tranſlate, ts, _ 
Fate rules us: then to Fate give way! Y' 
— Now, dreadful Critick ! tell me Proys F ; 
What bave you againſt this to ſay? PI 


I am, deſiring much to hear from you, 


Dear SI R, 


ll „ NE, 

1 Your moſt affectionate Friend, 
Kk and faithful Servant, 
d . . 
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= «. Phaom lately fled from her into Lincoln 
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Tu——Lencadia potes eſſe ſalubrior unda, 
Ei Forma & Meritis tu Phœbus ers. 
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My. Pylades! what juv'nal ſays, no Feſt is; 
1 Hat in Tergo, nec dum finitus Ore- 
— ot. . 


W et 
LETTER XVI. 


Dear Sir, October 28th. 1710. 
JAM glad to find by your laſt Letter that 


- You write to me with the Freedom of a 
Friend, ſetting down your Thoughts as they 
occur, and dealing plainly with me in the 
Matter of my own Trifles, which I aſſure you [ 
never valu'd halt ſo much as I do that Sincerity 
in you which they were the Occaſion of diſco- 
vering to me; and which while I am happy 
in, I may be truſted with that dangerous Wea- 
pon, Poetry; ſince I ſhall do nothing with 
it but after asking and following your Ad- 
vice. I value Sincerity the more, as I find 
by ſad Experience, the Practiſe of it is more 
dangerous; Writers rarely pardoning the E xe- 
cutioners of their Verſes, ev'n tho? themſeſves 
pronounce Sentence upon them. — As to 
Mr. Philips's Paſtorals, I take the firſt to be 
infinitely the beſt, ahd the ſecond the wort} ; 
the third is for the greateſt Part a 1 ranſlation 
from Virgil's Daphnis, and I think a good 
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HENRY CROMWELL, Eſq, 47 

| the. reſt, only obſerve. that in that of the Night- 
ingale, there are ſome very, fine Lines, and 
theſe in particular, (ſpeaking of the Mulician's 
Playing on the Harp.) 1 > 


Now lightly Shimming o'er the Serings phe 24 
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: ou in your Cenſure of the 
LJ Uſe of Sea Terms in Mr. Dryden's Virgil ; 
bo” ater aca, 


a very lively 9 


£4 


iss LrrExs to 


tor the future be more ſafely and leſs charge - 


1 


not only becauſe Helenus was no great Pro- 
phet in thoſe Matters, but becauſe ns Terms 
of Art, or Cant-Words, ſuit with the Maje- 
ty and Dignity of Stile which Epic Poetry 
requires. — Cui mens divintor, atque os 
magna ſoniturum. The Tarpawlin Phraſe 
can pleaſe none but ſuch Qui Aurem habent 
Batavam.; they muſt not expe& Auribus Atri- 
cis probari, I find by you. (I think I have 
brought in two Phraſes of Martial here very 
dextrouſly.) | | „ 
Tho' you ſay you did not rightly take my 
Meani:ig in the Verſe 1 quoted from Juvenal, 
in my laſt, yet I will not explain it; becauſe 
tho' it ſeems you are reſolv'd to take me 
for a Critic, I wou'd by no means be thought 
a Commentator. And for another Reaſon 
too, becauſe I have quite forgot both the 
Verſe and the Application. Cd 

1 hope it will be no Offence to give my 


moſt hearty Service to Mr. Hycherley, tho! [ 
perceive by his laſt Letter to me, I am not 

to trouble him with my Letters, ſince he there 
told me he was going inſtantly out of Town, 
and till his Return was my Servant, Sc. 
I gueſs by yours he is yet with you, and 

| beg you to do what you may with all Truth! 
and Honour, that is, aſſure him I have ever, 
borne all the Reſpect and Kindneſs imagina- & 
ble to him, and all that is his. I proteſt by | 
all chat is Holy, 'I do not in the leaſt know | 

to this Hour what it is that has eſtrang'd him! 
from me; but all this I know, that he may 


able iny Friend, ſince no Invitation he can 
make ſhall ever more make me ſo free with pe 
him. I cou'd not have thought any Man had te 
e been 


been (© very cautious and ſuſpicious, as not 
to credit his own Experience of a Friend. In- 
| deed to believe no Body may be a Maxim of 
| Safety, but not ſo much of Honeſty. There 
is but one Way I know of converſing ſafely 


we ſay or do, but by ſaying or doing nothing 
that deſerves to be conceal'd, and I can tru] 


s Wacherley, I beg you, Sir, to pardon my 
© ſpeaking well of my ſelf in this one thing, 
© fince 1 doubt not but Mr. Hycberley ſpeaks 
ill enough of me in ſome others. But I par- 
don his Jealouſy, which is become his Na- 
ture, and ſhall never be his Enemy whatſoever 
he ſays of me. am molt fincerely, and 
will ever be, | 


Dear SI R, 
Your moſt oblig'd and 


affectionate humble Servant, 
and Friend. 


L111 XVII. 


TO make uſe of that Freedom and Fami- 
liarity of Style which we have taken up in 


Iperly Talking upon Paper, than Writing; I will 
tell you without any LN, that 1 2 
way: 9 55 too 
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with all Men, that is, not by concealing what 


& boaſt this Comfort in my Affairs with Mr. 


; A. Pope. 
| 2200200209200 00099999 

| ag 
Dear Sir, November "24th. 1710+ ), 


Jour Correſpondence, and which is more pro- 
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. took Tycho Brache for one of the Amtients, 
or in the leaſt an Acquaintance of Lacay's ; 


/ 


nay, tis a Mercy on this Occafion That I do 


not give you an Account of his Lite and Con- 
yerſation, which perhaps I know a little more 
of than you imagine; as how he liv'd ſome 
Years like an juchanted Knight in a certain 
Iſland, wich a Tale into the Bargain of a King 
of Denmark's Miſtreſs that ſhall be nameleſs. 
hut 1 have Compaſſion on you, and wou'd 
not for the World you ſhou'd ſtay any lon- 
ger among the Genii and Semidei Manes, you 
know where; forwit once you get fo near 
the Moon, Sapho will want your Preſence 


in the Clouds, and inferior Regions; not to 


mention the great Loſs Drary-laze will ſuſtain, 
when Mr, Cromwell is in the milky Way. 
Theſe celeſtial Thoughts put me in mind of 
the Prieſts you mention, who are a Sort of 
Sortile71 in one Senſe, becauſe in their Lotte- 
ry, there are more Blanks than Prizes; the Ad- 
venturers being at beſt in an Uncertainty, where- 
as the Setters up are ſure of ſomething. Prieſts 
indeed in their Character, as they repreſent 
God, are ſacred; and ſo are Conſtables as they 


repreſent the King; but you will own a great 


* 


m. 


— 


/ 
* 


many of 'em are very odd Fellows, and the 
Devil a Bit of Likeneſs in 'em. Yet I do 
aſſure you, I honour the good as much as [ 
deteſt the bad, and I think, that in condemn- 
ing theſe, we praiſe thoſe. I am ſo far from 
eſteeming ev'n the worſt unworthy of my 
Protection, that I have defended their Character 
(in Congreve's and Vanbragh's Plays) ev'n a- 
gainſt their own Brethren. And ſo much 
for Prieſts in general, now for Trapp in parti- 
cular, whoſe Tranſiations from Ovid | have 


not 


jd To avoid the Hiatus, in 


HENRY CROMWELL,. E/7; Ir 
not fo good an Opinion of as you; not (I 


will aſſure you) on Account of any Sort of 
Prejudice to him as a Prieſt, but, becauſe, I 


think, he has nothing of the main CharaQteri- 


ſtick of his Author, a graceful Eafineſs; For: 
let the Senſe be never ſo exactly render'd; 


| unleſs an Author looks like himſelf in his Air, 


Habit, and Manner, *tis a Diſguiſe and no. a 


8 Tranſlation But as to the Pſalm, I think 
David is much more beholding to him than 
Ovid; and as he treated the Roman like a 
Jeu, ſo he has made the Jew ſpeak: like a 


* Roman, 


Your Mention in this and your laſt Let- 


ter of the Defect in Numbers of ſeveral of 
E our Poets, puts me upon communicating a 
few Thoughts, or Fther Doubts of mine 
on that Head, ſome of which 'tis likely I may. 
have hinted to. you formerly in Converſation 7 
But I will here put together all the little Ni- 
ceties I can recolle& in the Compaſs of my 
{ Obſervation. | 


(1.) As to the Hiatut, it is certainly to be 


2 avoided as often as poſſible ; but on the other 
= Hand, ſince the Reaſon of it is only for the 
Sake of the Numbers, ſo if, to avoid it, we 
= incur another Fault againſt their Smoothneſs, 
methinks the very End of that Nicety is de- 
ſtroy'd: As when we ſay (for Inſtance) 


But th* Old have Intereſt ever in their View. 


| The Old have Int'reſt ——— 


Does not the Ear in this Place tell us, that 
the Hiatus is ſmoother, leſs conſtrain'd, and ſo 
| preferable to the Cæſara? : ; 
| . 


— 


z 


=; 1 | : 
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of 2) I wou'd except xgafn NE 


Verſe, as do before Verbs plural, orev'n too fre- 

quent Uſe of did or does, to change the Ter- 

mination of the Rhime; all theſe being againſt 

11 the uſual Manner of Speech, and meer Fillers 
up of unneceſſary Syllables. 


3.) Monoſyllable-Lines, unleſs very art- 
fully manag'd, are ſtiff, languiſhing, and hard. 


(.) The repeating the ſame Rhimes within 
four or. ſix Lines of each other; which 

tire the Ear with too much of the like 

Sound. | 


(J.) The too frequent Uſe of Alexandrines, 
Y Which are never graceful but when there is ſome 
wa Majeſty added to the Verſe by or_when 
1 bor there cannot be found in 'em a ord}but 
1 what is abſolutely needful — 
. C6.) Every nice Ear, muſt (I believe) have 
e obferv'd, that in any ſmooth Engliſp Verſe of 
eus ten Syllables, there is naturally a Pauſel at the 
1 fourth, fifth, or ſixth Syllable, as for Example, 
1 Waller. © | | 


— At the fifth, /here-c'er thy Navy | ſpreads 
her Canvaſs Wings, ET 


zo all ſhe brings. 


| Morning Snow. 


Now Lfancy, that to preſerve an exad Har- 
mony and Variety, none of theſe Pauſes ſhou'd 
de continu'd above three Lines together, with- 
out the Interpoſition of another; elſe it will 
| be 


xpletives in 


At the fourth. Homage to thee | and Peace 


At the lixth. Like Tracts of Leverets | in 


eV. 
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be apt to weary the Ear with one continu'd: 
Tone; at leaſt it does mine. 


(J.) It is not enough that nothing offends 
the Ear, that the Verſe be (as the French call 
it) Coxlante ; but a good Poet will adapt the 
very Sounds, as well as Words, to the Things 
he treats of. So that there is (if one may 
expreſs it ſo) a Style of Sound: As in deſcri- 
bing a gliding Stream, the Numbers ſhou'd run 
eaſy and flowing, in deſcribing a rough Tor- 
rent or Deluge, ſonorous and, ſwelling, and 
ſo of the reſt; This is evident every where. 
in Homer and Virgil, and no where elſe that I 
know of to any obſervable Degree. The fol- 


lowing Examples will make this very plain, 
which 1 have taken from Vida. 


Molle viam tacito lapſu per levia radit. 
| Tacedit tardo molimine ſubſidends. 
Luctantes ventos, Tempeſtateſque ſonoras. 
Immenſo cum prec:pitans ruit Oceano Nox. 
Telum imbelle ſine ictu, conjecit. | 
Tolle Moras, cape ſaxa Manu, cape robora 
Paſtor, | 
Ferte eiti- Flammas, date telas repellize peſtem 


This, I think, is what very few obſerve in 
Practice, and is undoubtedly of wonderful 
Force in imprinting the Image on the Rea- 
der: We have one excellent Example of 
this in our Language, Mr. Dryden's Ode on 
St. Cacilia's Day, entitled, Alexander's Feaſt: or 
The Power of Muſick. Tel 7 

1 ask your Pardon for: this tedious* Letter, 
and expect a long one in Anſwer to theſe 
Notions concerning. Verſification. I expect 


F 3 8 
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alſo the Voyage of Ovid's Miſtreſs with more 
Impatience than Ovid | himſelf cou'd her Re- 
turn. The other Journey you ſpeak of, (mine 
to London) muſt yet be deferr'd ; but tho' I 
defire nothing more than to enjoy the Happis 
neſs of your Converſation, yet I have too 
much Confcience to let mine coſt you any 
thing but your Patience. I am heartily ſorry 
for poor Mr. Wycherley's Illneſs, and 'tis to 
| his being long indiſpos'd that I partly attribute 
bis Chagrin. I wiſh he may enjoy all the 
A: a he deſires, tho' he has been the Oc- 
caſſon of my enjoying much leſs than I did 


formerly. I look upon your Kindneſs to me 


as doubly engaging at this Time, and ſhall 


never ceaſe to acknowledge it, or to profeſs 


5. my ſelf, | 


Your moſt real Friend, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


A. Pops. 
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Dear Sir, June 10th, 1711. 


1 WAS extreamly concern'd to leave you ill 
when I parted from the Town,” and defir'd 


2 


* 


Mr. Thorold to give me an Account of the 
State of your Health by the next Coach: 
ed 40 de it, and 1 bare been ſince 
3 | at 
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at Mr. Euglefyld's, till yeſterday, when I re- 
ceiv'd the ill News that you continu'd ill, 
or much as 1 left you: I hope this is not 
true, and ſhall be very uneaſy in my Fears for 
your Health till I have a farther Account 
trom yourſelf, which 1 beg you not to defer. 
I hope the Air of this Foreſt may perfectly 
recover you, and wiſh sou wou'd to that end 
try it ſooner than the End of the Month; it 
ſou defire Mr. Thorold, he will at a Day's 

arning take a Place for you. My Father 
joins in this Requeſt, and Mr. Enmglefyld is 
E overjoy'd with the Hopes of ſeeing you at his 
# Houſe. When I have your Company I can- 
not but be well, and hope from the Know- 
ledge of this, that you can't be very ill in 
mine. I beg you to believe no Man can take 
a greater Inrereſt in your Welfare, or be more 
© © heartily affected towards you than my ſelf; 
who am with all the Eſteem and Tenderneſs 
of ſa Friend, 


Dear S I K, 


Dur faithful ; 
humble Servant, 


A. Pore. 
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LETTER XIX. 


IF my Letter pleas'd you, yours overjoy'd 
me; and I expe& impatiently your kind Vi- 
fit: A little Room and a little Heart are both 
at your Service, and you may be ſecure of 
being eaſy in 'em at leaſt, tho* not happy. 
For you ſhal! go juſt your own Way, and 
keep your own Hours, which is more than 
can be done often in Places of greater Enter- 
 tainment —— As to your Letter of Critical 
Remarks on Dryden's VIR IL, I can only ſay, 
moſt of what you obſerve are true enough, 

but of no great Conſequence (in my Opinion 

at leaſt) Line 250. And ſandify the Shame— 

ſeems to me very beautiful; and ſo does 

is doubly to be dead. Line 946. And bandy'd 

Words ſtill beat about his Ears, —— This I have 

thought groſs as well as you; I agree with you 

that the 993 Line (And cloi'd her Lias at laſt 

in endleſs Night )—is contradictory to the Senſe 

of Virgil, for ſo, as you ſay, Iris might have 

deen ſpar'd. And in the main, *tis to be con- 
fels'd that the Tranſlator has been freer with 
the Character of Dido than his modeſt Author 
wou'd allow. I am juſt taking Horfe to ſee 
a Friend five Miles off, that I have no little 
® Viſits. abroad to interrupt my Happineſs at 
Home when you are here. So that I can 
but juſt aſſure you, how pleas'd I am in the 
© Expectation 


Dear Sir, - Fane 25th.1710. 
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Expectation of it, and how ſincerely 1 ſhall 
ever be, 


Dive SIR, 


Your moſt oblig'd and 
affettionate Servant, 


A. PoPE, 


P. S. Pray bring a very conſiderable Num- 
ber of Pint Bottles with you; this might ſeem 
a a ſtrange odd Requeſt, if you had not told 
me you wou'd ſtay but as many Days as you 
brought Bottles; therefore you can't bring too 
many, tho* we are here no Drunkards. *Tis 
a fine thing to have a learned Quotation for 
ev'ry Occaſion, and Horace helps me to one 
now. | 


| ; | 
— Mon ego Fe mei: | : 
| Immunem meditor tingere poculis, 
| Plena dives ut in domo. Ode 12.1. 4. 


And to another, Ep. 5. . I. | —_ 
Hee ego procurare & idoneus imperor, & non | 
Invitus, ne turpe toral, ne ſordida mappa 

Corruget nares 


Eq 
8 


And once more Sat. 2. JI. 2. 


- bene erit, non piſcibus urbe petitis 

+ Sed pullo atque hedo; tum penſilis uva ſe- 
n candus bg PE 
= Et nux ornabit menſas, cum duplice ficu. — 
n 1 | 8 EE 
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Nil mibi reſcribas, attamen ip ſe veni. 


P. S. Mr. Lintot favour'd me with a Sight 
of Mr. Deunis's Piece of fine Satire * before 
*twas publiſh'a ; I deſire you to read it, and 
give me your Opinion, in what Manner ſuch a 
Critick ought to be anſwer'd ? 


Ss SIS ICS SE eee 
LETTER XX, 
Dear Sir, 5 tkuce ua 
1 SEND this only to let you know how 
much our whole Family deſire to hear of 
' your ſafe Arrival in London, and the Continu- 
ance of your Health: You have, without Com- 
pliment, oblig'd us all ſo much by your Friend- 
y Acceptance of fo poor an Entertainment 
here, that you cou'd by nothing have oblig'd 
us more, but by ſtaying longer. But I take 
$2. Hort-s Viſit. only as an earneſt of a more 
Kind One hereafter; as we juſt call upon a 
Friend ſometimes only to tell him he ſhall ſee 
us again. All you faw in. this Country 
charge me to allire” you of their humble Ser- 
vice, and the Ladies in particular, who look 
upon us but as plain Country-Fellows ſince 
they ſaw you, and heard more civil Things in 
that;Fortnight, than they expe& from the whole 
Shire of us, in an Age. The Trophy you 
bore away from one of 'em, in your Snutt- 
box, will doubtleſs preſerve her Memory, and 
be a Teſtimony of your Admiration, for ever. 


+. Gugrnalty win © but fun, © 
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While Coffee hall to Britilh Nymphs be dear; 


that is, drink ſtrong Coffee. Ingere tibi calices, 
I amariares. 1 am Yori all Sincerity, 


July 15th. 1711. 


| COOOERICDgIEEZSID9Ddq 


Tete e hope, 
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As long as Moco's happy Tree ſhall grow, F 
IWhile Berries crackle, or ah ſhall go; 
While ſmoaking Streams from ſilver Sponts ſhall 


lide, 


Or China's Earth receive the ſable Tide; 
While fragrant Steams the bended Head ſhall 


chear ; 
Or grateful Bitters ſball delight the Taſte, _ 
So long her Honour, Name and Praiſe, ſhall 


| laſt! 
Pray give my Service to all my few Friends, 


and to Mr. Gay in particular. Farewell, 


8 | 5 
Your moſt faithful Friend, 


and bumble Servant, 


A. POPE. 


LETTER XXI. 
Dear Sir, 
Receiv'd your moſt welcome Letter, and 
am aſham'd you ſhou'd feem to give us 


Pardon, for ſo ill an Entertainment. Your he- 
N | roick 
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roick Intention-of Flying to the Relief of a 
diſtreſſed Lady, was glorious, and noble; ſuch 
as might be expected from your CharaQter, for 
as Chaxcer ſays (I think) FS 


As noble ſt Metals are moſt ſoft to melt, 
So Pity ſooneſt runs in gentle Minds. 


But what you tell me of her Relations Ac- 


count of the State of her Mind, is not to be 


wonder'd at *Tis the eaſieſt Way they have 
to make ſome ſeeming Excuſe for a ſhameful 
Indolence and Neglect of afflicted Virtue, to 
repreſent it as willing to ſuffer, and endure 
the Croſs. Alas Sir! Theſe good People of 
large Eſtates, and little Souls, have no mind. 
to eaſe her, by bearing it off her Shoulders by 


à generous Aſſiſtance! Our Saviour himlelf 


did not refuſe to be eas'd of the Weight of 
Part of his Croſs; tho' perhaps Simon of Cy- 


rene might alledge to the Fews that *twas 
Chriil's Deſire to bear it all himſelf; and he, 
for his Part, might dre to go quietly 
on his Journey, without the J rouble — 

Be pleas'd to aſſure Mr. Ballam of my faith- 
ful Service: I can never enough elteem a 
Zeal ſo ardent in my Concerns, from one | 
never cou'd any Way ovlige, or induce to 
it, *Tis an Effect of the pureſt, molt diſinte- 
reited Strain of natural Good-humour in the 


World. X Pray at your Leiſure return me thoſe 


Papers ſin my Hand which you have, and in 
Mr. H'ycherley's, and favour me as often as you 
can with your Letters, which will ever be the 
molt entertaining Things I can receive in yobr 


Abſencę.— All thoſe fine Perſons you men- 


tion return you their humble ane ban 
; Pate 


1 
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Fate of the Berry moves at once my Com- 
paſſion, aud Envy : It deſerves an Elegy; bpt 


who beſides Catullus and Voiture can write a- 
greeably upon Trifles? My humble Service 
to the Lady in the Clouds, where if Iam once 


ſo happy as to be admitted, I will not be put 
off like Ixion, but lay hold on the real Juuo. 


I am, moſt feriouſly, 
Dear S I R, | 
PCR, ' Your moſt oblig d 
Tala n, 
24nd moſt affectionate 
Servant aud Friend. 
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LETTER XXII. 8 
Dear Sir, Binfteli, November 12h. 17 r. 


J Receiv'd the Entertainment of your Letter 


the Day after I had ſent you one of miſe; 
and I am but this Morning return'd hither, 
from a Week's Viſit at Mr. Exglefyld's.” Phe 


News you tell me of the many Difficultſes 
you found in your Return from -Bazh gives 


me ſuch a Kind of Pleaſure as  we' wually 
take in accompanying our . Friends in their 
mixt Adventures; for methinks I'' ſee! you Ja- 


o 


bouring thro' all your Inconveniencies, of the | 


the trotting 


rough Roads, the hard Saddle, 
: G | Horſe, 
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2 LETTEAS to 
"Horſe, and what not? What an agreeable Sur- 
prize wou'd' it have been to me, to have met 
vou by pure Accident at ee which I was 
within an Ace of doing, being at Hallgrove 
that very Day? And to have carry'd you off 
triumphantly to Bisfſield, ſet you on an eaſier 
Pad, and reliev'd the wandring Knight with a 
Night's Lodging, and rural Repaſt, at our Ca- 
ſtle in the Foreſt ? But theſe are only the plea- 
ſing Imaginations and amorous Ideas of a 
diſappointed Lover, who muſt ſuffer in a me- 
lancholy Abſence yet theſe two Months. In 
the mean time, I take up with the Muſes 
for 3 25 your 8 Company; the Muſes, 
ae nobiſcum pernoctaut, peregrinantur, ruſti- 
hY w—_ "Thoſe" aerial Ladies 1 1 ſever, 
hz; nough (to me of their Beauties to urge iny 
Purſuit, and draw me in a wandring Maze of 
Thought, ſtill in Hopes (and only in Hopes) of 
attaining thoſe Favours from 'em, which they 
_ confer. on their more happy Admirers elſe- 
where. We graſp ſome more beautiful Idea in 
our Brain, than our Endeavours to expreſs it 
can ſet to the View of others; and ſtill do 
but labour to fall ſhort of our firſt Imaginati- 
on. The gay Colouring which Fancy gave 
to our Deſign at the . firſt tranſfent Glance | 
we bad of. it, goes off in the Execution; like 
". thoſe various Figures in the gilded Clouds, 
which while we gaze long upon, to. ſeparate 
the Parts of each imaginary Image, the whole 
faints before the Eye, and decays into Con- 
I am highly pleas'd with the Knowledge you | 
give me of Mr: Wych-rley's preſent Temper, i 
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which ſeems ſo favourable to me. I ſhall ever | 
- nave ſuch a Fund of Affection for him as to 
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be agreeable to myſelf when I am ſo to him, 
and cannot but be gay when he's in Good - hu- 
mour, as the Surface of the Earth (if you will 
pardon a Poetical Similitude) is clearer, or 1 
gloomier, juſt as the Sun is brighter, or more a [on 
overcaſt. Al ſhou'd be glad to ſee the Ver- 1 

| ſes to Lintot“ which you mention, for methinks, 
ſomething very oddly agreeable may be pro- 
duc'd from that SubjeR. For what re- 
mains; I am fo well, that nothing but the 
Aſſurance of your being ſo, can make me 
better ; and if you wou'd have me live with 
any Satisfaction, theſe dark Days in which 1 
cannot ſee you, it mull be by your writing ſome» 
times to, | 


Dear S &, 


Your moſt afeffionate J 
Friend, and nat 


bumble Servant, 


LETTER XXIII. 


| Dear Sir, 1 
| JF 1 have nor writ to you ſo ſoon. as 1 
| * ought, let my Writing now attone for the 
Delay; as it will infallibly do, when you 
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know what a Sacrifice I make you at this 
Fime, and that every Moment my Eyes are 
employ'd upon this Paper, they are taken off 
from two of the fineſt Faces in the Univerſe: 
or 1 am at this Inſtant plac'd betwixt two 


7 Tach Ladies, that in good Faith 'tis all I'm a- 


ble to do, to keep myſelf in my Skin. He! 
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Monſieur Cromvell! Eutendex- vous bien ? But 
indeed 'tis ſome Conſolation to me to conſi— 
der, that while I but write this Period, I eſ- 
cape ſome hundred fatal Darts from thoſe un- 
erring Eyes, and about a thouſand Deaths, or 
better. Now you, that delight in dying, wou'd 
not once have dreamt of an abſent Friend in 
theſe Circumſtances; you that are ſo nice an 
Admirer of Beauty, or (as a Critic wou'd ſay) 


ſo elegant a Spectator of Forms? You' muſt have 
a ſober Diſh of Coffee, and a ſolitary Candle 


at your Side, to write an Epiſtle Lucubrato- 
ry to your Friend; whereas I can do it as 
well with two Pair of radiant Lights, that out- 


| thine the golden God of Day, and filver God- 


deſs, of Night, with all the refulgent Eyes of 
the Firmament. Lou fancy now that Sa- 
Pho's Eyes are a Couple of theſe my Tapers, 
but it is no ſuch Matter, Sir; theſe are Eyes 
that have more Perſwaſion in one Glance than 
all Sapbo's Oratory and Geſtute together, let 
her put her Body into what moving Poſtares 
the pleaſes. Indeed, indeed, my Friend, you 
cou'd never have found ſo improper a Time 
to tempt me with Intereſt or Ambition: Let 
me but have the Reputation of theſe in my 
Keeping, and as for my own, let the Devil, 
o Yet Dennis take it for ever. How gladly 
r et once worth, that is to ſay, 
my -P4ſi#fals fot one of their Maden 5 


HENRY CROMWELL, E; 65 
and my Eſſay for the other? I wou'd la? 
out all my Poetry in Love; an Original fo 
a Lady, and a Tranſlation for a waiting Maid! 
And now (ſince you find what a bleſſed Diſ- 
poſition I am in) N 


Tell 7 by all the melting Joys of Love, 
By the Warm Tranſports and 1 Lan- 
guors, 4 . 
| By the ſoft Fannings of the wafiing Sheets, 
| By the dear Tremblings of the Bed of Bliſs ; 
By all theſe tender Adjarations tell me, 
Ann I not fit to write a Tragedy? 


And would not theſe Lines ſound admira- 
bly in the Mouth of Wilis, eſpecially if he 
humour'd each Period with his Leg, and 
ſtamp'd with juſt Alacrity at the Cadences ? 
But alas! what have ] to do with Jaue Gray, 
as long as Miſs Molly, Miſs Betty, or Miſs 
Patty are in this World? Shall I write of Beau- 
tics murder'd long ago, when there are thoſe at 
this inſtant that murder me?: I'll. &en compoſe 
my own Tragedy, and the Poet fhall appear in 
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. his own Perſon, to move Compaſſion. *T will 

3 be far more effectual than Bays's entring with 

$ a Rope about his Neck, and the World will 

1 own, there never was a more milerable Ob- 

t ject brought upon the Stage. | | 

s Now you that are a Critic, pray inform | 
u me in what Manner I may connect the fore- 

e going Part of this Letter, with that which is i 
t to follow, according to the Rules? I wou'd > 
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willingly return Mr. Cay my Thanks for the 
Favour of his Poem and in particular for 
his kind Mention of me; 1 hop'd, when |] 
Heard à new Comedy had met with Succeſs 
upon the Stage, that it had been his, to which 
] really. wiſh no leſs; and (had it been any 


Way in my Power) ſhou'd have been very glad 


to hate contributed to its Introduction into 
the World. His Verſes to Lintot have put 
a Wbhim into my Head, which you ate like 
to be troubled with in the oppofite Page. 
Take it as yon find it, the Production of 
half an Hour other Morning. I defign very 
ſoon to put a Task of a more ſerious Nature 
upon you, in reviewing a Piece of mine that 
may better deſerve Criticiſm ; and by that Time 
you have done with it, I hope to tell you 
in Perſon, with how much Ardour and Fide- 
lity J am, n 8 


De STR, 


Tour ever aſfeckiouate Friend, 
5 aud oblig d Servant, 
December 21ſt. 1711. e 
N A. Pop B. 
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* On a Miſcellany of Poems. 


ale 4 4 . Se 


Verſes 
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An Vir kh rot owned Khaki 
Fes to be 1 eh before W Lintor's 3 | 
Oo Miſcellany. 


1 | 
Gone ME Cine a” Jab Boy Neo Mac 4 * 


Others account em but ſo, ſo; 
Some Plantin zo the reſt prefer, 4 
And ſome eſteem Old-Elzevir; „ 
Others with Aldus wou'd beſot us; 

I, for my part, admire Lintottus 
His Character's beyond Compare, 

Like his own Perſon, large and fair = 
They print their Names in Letters ſmall, * 
Bu L INTO T flandt in Capital : 1 
Author, and He, with equal Grace, 1 
Appear, and flare you in the Face, — _ 22 8 
Stephens prints Heathen Greek, 'zis ſaid, WM 
Which ſome can't conſtrue, ſome can't read : 
But all that comes ſrom Lintot's Hand 
Ev*u Rawlinſon * might underſiaud. —— 
Oft in an Aldus, or a Plantin, ; | 
A Page is blotted, or Leaf wanting ; 
Of Lintot's Books this can't be ſaid, | 

All fair, and not ſo much as read.— 
Their Copy coſt em not a Penny | 
To Homer, THURS or to any, 


| 8 Thomas Rawlinſon 7 lately Deceas'd. 


not had Time e its 
3 N £240 Original, 
1 W. b. . 
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„Te. ne er gave Sixpence e for 1 two Lines, F 
45 them, their Heirs, or their Miss; 8 
But Lintot 1s at vaſt Expence, 


And pays prodigious dear ſor, Senſe. — 


Their Books are uſeful but to few, 
A Scholar, or'a Vit or two; 


Lintot's for gen ral Uk are fit, 
For, ſome Folks read, ont all Folks FS 
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| LETTER XXIV. 2 


Deer Sir, 


HAD ſent you the ſnclos'd Papers before 
this Time, but that I intended to have 
brought them my ſelf, and afterwards cou'd 
find no Opportunity of ſending them without 
Suſpicion of their Miſcarriage ; not, that they 
are of the leaſt Value, but for fear ſome Bo- 
dy might be fooliſh enough to imagine them 
ſo, and - inquiſitive enough to diſcover thoſe 
Faults which | (by your Help) wou'd correct. 
I therefore beg the Favour of you to let them 
go no farther than your Chamber, and to be 
very free of your Remarks in the Margins, 
not only in regard to the Accuracy, but to 
the Fidelity of the Tranſlation ; which I have 
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Original. And I defire you to be the more 
ſevere, as it is much more criminal for me to 
make another ſpeak Nonſenſe, than to do it in 
my own proper Perſon. For your better Help 
in comparing, it may be proper tod tell you, 
that this is not an entire Verſion of the firſt 
Book. There is an Omiſſion from the 1287 
Line of the Latin, which begins, <——dSrvas 
Amor rapteque vices —— to the 1434 —— 
At nondum Cra. and again from the 
167th Line Jam mur mura ſerpunt Plebis 
Agenoreæ— to the 310% Interea Patriis 
olim vagus 'exul ab oris —— (between theſe 
two-laſt Places Statiu, has a noble Deſcripti- 
of the Coaucil of the Gods, and a Speech of 
Jupiter; which contain 4 peculiar Beauty and 
Majeſty; and were left out for no other 
Reaſon, but becauſe the Conſequence of this 
Machine appears not till the 24 Book) The 
Tranſlation goes on from thence to the Words 


Hic vero ambobus rabiem fortuna cruentem 


where there is an odd Account of an un- 
mannerly Battle at Fiſty-cuffs between the 2 

Princes on a very flight Occaſion, and at 

Time when one wou'd think the Fatigue 
of their Journey in ſo tempeſtuous a Night, 
might have render'd them very unfit for fuck: 
a Scuffle. This I had aQually tranſlated, but 


was very ill fatisfy'd with it, ev'n in my own » ; 


Words, to which an Author cannot but be 
partial enough of Conſcience; it was therefore 
omitted in this Copy, which goes on above 
eighty Lines farther, at the Words —— Hic 


primum luſtrare Oculis, &c. — to the End. 


of the Book. 1 
Lou will find, I doubt not, upon reading, 


nat Sratius was none of the diſcreeteſt Poets, 
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tho? he was the beſt Verſifier next Virgil: In 
the very Beginning he unluckily betrays his 
Ignorance in the Rules of Poetry, (which 
Horace had already taught the Romans) when 
he ashs his Muſe, where to begin his T HEBALD, 
and ſeems to doubt whether it ſhould not be 
ab vo Ledeo? When he comes to the Scene 
of his Poem, and the Prize in Diſpute between 
the Brothers, he gives us a very mean Opinion 
of it —— Pugna eſt de 8 reg no. Very 
different from the Conduct of his Maſter Vir- 
gil, who at the Entrance of his Poem informs 
his Reader of the Greatneſs of its Subject. — 
Zuntæ molis erat Romanam condere Geniem, 
There are innumerable little Faults in him, 
among which I cannot but take Notice of one 
in this Book, where ſpeaking of the implaca- 
ble Hatred of the Brothers, he ſays, The whole 
World wou'd be too ſmall à Prize to repay ſo 
much Impiety. © 5 5 


| : Quid , preteretur crimine tanto 
Limes uterque Poli, quem Sol emiſſus Eoo 
| Cardine, aue Portu vergens preſpectat Ibero? 


This was pretty well one wou'd think al- 
ready, but he goes on 


Quæſque procul Terras obliquo Sydere taugit 
Avius, aut Boreæ gelidas, madidive tepentes 


Igne noi? 


After all this, what cou'd a Poet think of, but 
Heaven itteif for the Prize, but what follows 
is aſtoniſhing. 


— 
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— Quid fi Tyrie Phrygiave ſub unum 
Convectentur Opes ? ns ra 


I do not remember to Rae met with 1@ 
great a Fall in any antient Author whatſoe- 
ver. I ſhou'd not have inſiſted. ſo much. on 
the Faults of this Poet, if I did not hope you 
wou'd take the ſame Freedom witf and re- 
venge it upon his Tranſlator. I ſhall be ex- 
treamly glad if the reading this Eſſay can be 
any Amuſement to you, the rather becauſe 
] had the DifſatisfaQtion to hear you have been 
confin'd to your Chamber by an lilneſs, which 
I fear was as troubleſome a Companion as I 
have ſometimes been to you in the ſame Place; 
where if ever you found any Pleaſure in my 
Company, it muſt only have been that which 
almoſt every Man takes in obſerving the Faults 
and Follies of another; a Pleaſure which you 
ce! take Care to give you even in my Ab- 

ence. 


If you will oblige me at your Leiſure. with 
the Confirmation of your Recovery, under your 
own Hand, itwill be extream grateful to me, 
for next the Pleaſure of ſerving my Friends, 
is that | take in hearing from them; and in 
| this Particular, as all others, I am beyond all 
| Acknowledgments oblig'd to our Friend Mr. 
| Wycherley, who, as if it were not enough to 
| have excell'd all Men in Wit, is reſolv'd to 
| excel them in Good. uature and Humanity too. 
| I know I need no Apology to you for ſpeak- 
ing of Mr. Wycherley, whoſe Example as I 
asm proud of following in all Things, ſo in 
| nothing 
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nothing more than in profeſſing my ſelf Uke 
him, 


SI X, 


0 at by fn 17 5 A moſt affedionate 
e And obedient Servant, 


A. Pop. 


P. S. This immeaſurable long Letter is like 
a large worthleſs Country Preſent, which en. 
pects in Return a little one from the Town, 
but of much greater Value. 
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| Ferſes occaſioned by. Mr. Burfy 8 ad- 
ding an. &c. at the End. of his 
Name: in Imitation of VoiTusE's 
Verſes on Neuf-Germain. 
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OVE calbd before him, rother b 
The Vowels, U, | SIP 

MSIE And diſcontented' Cooferuats, 
| Either of England, or of France, 


„ Os MS on 
That ſeem'd to fiti the Name unworthy 
1 fam d Tom nave or OR . 


Fierce in the Cauſe, the Letters ſpoke all, 
Liquids grew rough, and Mates turn'd vocal; 
Ido four proud*SyUables-alofhie © © _ 
Were Ment, which kind F ate thought worthy 
To can ſo ſmoothly, one by one, 
In the great Name of Thomas Darfy. 


N,. by whom Names ſubſiſt, declar'd | | 
To have no Place in this, was hard; f 
And Q maintain d 'twas but his oy oy i | 
Still tolkeep Company with U; 
S0 hop'd to ſtand, as well as Wn: F 

In voy _ N ame of Tok am. vu: | 
E ſhow's; 4 Comma ne'er” cod claim EZ 
A Place in any Britiſ Name; = 
Yet making here a perfect Bateh, = 
Thruſts. your poor Vowel from his. Notch; W x 
Hiatus mibi vald? deflendus ! 4 
From which $09 r defend us; 5 


; His double Share in Cæſar Cains, 


| For tho! without them ('twas moſt clear), 
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Who'd ſooner quit our Part in thee, . 
Than be no Part of Tom Darfy. 
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B, and L, ſwore Bl—d, and W nds: 
A, and 1 cry'd P—x, and Z—nds. 
G ſwore by G—d, it ſhou'd not be, 
And wou'dn't loſe, not he, 
An Engliſh Leiter's Property 
In the great Name of Tem. Durſy. 
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P proteſted, puff d, and. ſwore, Re 
He'd ne'er be fery d ſo like a Beaſt, 
He was a piece of Emperor, 
And made up half a Pope at leaſt. 
C vow'd, he'd frankly have releas'd 


For only one in Tow Durfeiun. 


J Conſonant and Vowel too, 
To Jupiter did humbly ſue, - 5 
That of his Grace he'd make 2 1 Patent, 
To turn the Name into good Latin: 


Himſelf cou'd ne'er be Jupiter, | 
Yet they'd refign that Poſt ſo high, 
Fo be the Gen'tive Durfei. 

H 2 


In ſhort, the reſt were all in Fray, 5 
From Chris. Creſs, to Ez Cetera: 
Ev'n they (meer Standers by) too mutter'd, 
Dipthongs and Tripthongs ſwore and ſtuttet d 
That none had ſo much Right to be 
Part of the Name of ſtutt' ring . 
2 — Tem—a—Aſs D—Dur—f—fy." | 


Then Fove thus ſpake with Care and Pain 
We form'd this Name 'renown'd i in Rhyme, 
Not thine immortal Neuf. Germain, | 

Coſt ſtudious Providence more Time, 
Yet now, as then, You all declare, 
From hence to Agype you'll repair, 
And turn ſtrange: Hieroglyphicks there, 
Rather than Letters longer be 
Unleſs i'th' Name of 7˙ om OR 


Were you all plens'd, yet what 1 pray 
To other Letters cou'd 1 ſay? | 
What if the Hebrew next Niou'd claim | 
To turn quite backwards Darfy's' Name 3 


Shou'd the Greek quarrel too, by Styx, 1 


Cou'd neer bring in F,! "RE 8: 


Omicron 
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Omicron and Dings from us n= 
Wou'd each hope to be O in Thema? 
And all th' ambitious Vowels opt lg F | 
No leſs than Pyrbagerix i Y, * 7 
To have a Place in Tom Darſy > ? } 


Then well belov'd, and truſty Letters, 
Cons nants, and Vowels too, their Betters ! 
We, willing to repair this Breach, 

And (all that in us lies) pleaſe exc 

Et Cetera to our Aid will call; 

Et Ceters repreſents ye all : - 
Ez Cetera therefore we deeree, © 
For ever henceforth join'd all bo Bus C 
To the roy! Nate Wn ing 2 8 F 
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An Epiſtle f from Mr. Alexander Pope 
to, Henry Cromwell, 2 fr 


D E A R Me. Cromwell, 
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5 MAV it pleaſe ye! 
Sit ſl « a Moment; pray be eafy— 
Faith tis not five; no Play's begun; 


No Game at Ombre loſt or won. | . | 
H 3 Read 
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Read ſomcthing of à diff'rent Nature, 
Than Ev'ning Poſt, or widen oh 8 6 
And pardon, me a little Fooling, *i 
—Iuſt while 6 Jour FOES e A Sg 
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Since your Acquaintance with one | Brocas, 
Who needs will back the Muſes Cock- en, 
J know you dread: all thoſe whq write, 
And both with Mouth and Hand recite; 
Who flow, and leiſurely rehearſe, - 

As loath t* enrich you with their Verſe ; 

uſt as a Still, with Simples in it, 

'Betwixt each Drop ſtays half a Minute. 

(That Simile is not my own,” n 

But lawfully belongs to Donne) 

(You ſee how well 1. can n conttive PL 

Interpolatio Furtiva) © pray OY 

To Brocas's Lays no, more you liſten. . ” ; 
Than to the wicked Works of 'Whifton; = 

In vain he ſtrains to reach your 1 Ear, 

With what it wiſely, will not hear: 

You bleſs the Powers who made that Organ 

Deaf to the Voice of ſuch a Gorgon, 

(For ſo one ſure may call that Head. 

Which does not Look, but Read Men dead. ) 
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| Who: ſhew:their Parts as Pentlow a_ 
Such Friends, if ſuch there are, as you, 
And as you pleaſe to paſs their Doom, 


80 f ſeize them F lames, o or take Wen Be 


| field, 3 
Nay, Mr. Wyzherley ſee Binfied, 5 Th 
ve I'm 


F 
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I hope, you think me none of thoſe. 


- — 
"==" * — > 
- "Ws — —— 3g 2 rag, 2M 
ge r 5 - L- — 
2 — "i. F p 2 — 
” : — 2 3 
— + — — — * 
- — 


_ 


WS. 1 4 8 
— — _ 
_— hed 
— 7 
4 - — 


but lug out to one or two 
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Such, who. read Heinſius and Maſſon, 


(Who are to me both Smith and Jahner) 


* 
4, 


But, Sir, from Brocas, Foaler, me, 
Jn vain you think to *ſcape Rhyme-free, 
When was it known one Bard did follow 
Whig Maxims, and abjure Apollo? 
Sooner ſhall Major-General ceaſe 
To talk of War, and live in Peace ; 
Yourſelf for Gooſe reject Crow, Quill, 
And for plain Sauiſi quit Braſil; 4 
Sooner ſhall Rowe lampoon the Uwe, 
Tydcombe take Oaths on the Communion; 2 
The Granvilles's write their Name plain Green- 


80 POEMS oz» _ 


I'm told; you think to take a Step-ſome - 
Ten Mites from Town, ta Place call'd Epſoz, 
To treat thoſe Nymphs like yours of Drury, 

rap proteſt, and I'll aſſure ye: 
But tho' from Flame to Flame you wander, 

Beware; your Heart's no Salamander! 
But burnt ſo long, may ſoon turn nn | 
And fo be fir'd by any Cinder- 

(Wench, I'd have ſaid did Rhyme not kinder) 

Shou'd it ſo prove, yet who'd admire? 
"Tis known, a Cook-maid roaſted Prior, 
Lardeila fir'd a famous Author, © - 

And for a Butcher's well-fed Daughter 

Great D-—- roar'd, like Ox at Slaughter. 


(Now, if you're weary of Joy Sigle, 
Take out your Box of right , 
Firſt lay this Paper under, then, 
Snuff juſt three Times, _ 2 again.) 


1 had to ſee you. ſome Intent, 
But for a curſt Impediment, | 


Which 
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Which ſpoils full many a good Deſign, 


That is to ſay, the Want of Coin. - 
For which, | # had reſolv'd almoſt, A 
To. raiſe- Tiberius Gracchus Ghoſt; 

To get, by once more murd'ring Caine, 
As much as did Septimuleins ; 

But who ſo dear will buy the Lead, 
That lies within a Poet's Head, 

As that which in the Hero's Pate 
Deſerv'd of Gold an equal Weight ? 


Sir, you're ſo ſtiff i in your Opinion, 
1 wim you do not turn Socinian ; 
Or prove Reviver of a Schiſm, 


By modern Wits call'd Quixotiſn. 


What mov'd you, pray, without compelling, 


Like Trojan true, to draw for Hellen: : 
Quarrel with. Dryden for a Strumpet, 


(For ſo ſhe was, as e'er ow'd Rump yet 


Tho' I confeſs, ſhe had much Grace, 
Eſpecially about the Face.) | 
Virgil, when call'd Paſi iphae Virgo 


(You ſay) he'd. more good Breeding ; Ergo 
Well argu'd, Faith! Vour Point you gs, 5 


As home, as ever did Panurge : 
And one may ſay of Dryden too, 


| (As once you aid of you know Who) 


8 
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He had ſome Fancy, and con'd write; 
Was very learn'd, but not polite 
However from my Soul I judge 
He ne'er (good Man) bore Hellen Grudge, 
But lov'd her full as well it may be, 

As cer he did his own dear Lady. 

Yow have no Caufe to take Offence, Sir, 
Z — ds, you're as ſour as Cato Cenſor! 
Ten times more like him, I proſeſs, 
Than I'm like Ariſtophaue t. 


To end- with Newõ the belt 1 know, | 


Ts, Pve been well a Week, or = 
The Seaſon of green Peaſe is fled, 

And Artichoaks reign in their Stead. 
Th' Allies to Round Toulon prepare; 
G—d ſave. the pretty Lady's there! 8 8 Po 
One of our Dogs is dead and gone, Teil 2 
And I, unhappy 4 teft alone. N 55 4 0 


1 
: 


17 you have: any Conſolation = 
I” adminiſter on this Occali ion, 
Send it, I pray, by the next Poſt, 
Before my Sorrow be quite loſt. 


The twelfth or thirteenth. Day of Jah, 


But which, 1 cannot tell you truly. 
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2 NUS at BA TH. 
A wo. Podiua - Raefuyre ME * 
By Mr. C ROM WEL I. 


THE ſportive aeg of _ 9 
de 1 8 
Leaving lov'd Cyprus ad to ** reſort, /- 
Think not Adonis to avoid her Love; 
For Venus has as many Shapes as Foves, 7 
At Church ſhe; takes a Fowler's Face to eharm: 
O˙ the Walk es in Weneworth's —__ 
| Het - Stape is Morris Tee gk _ Air: 
And then ſhe kills with Carl's Eyes and 
| —_— 
| She talks a Worſely;— raffles a Fingall; 
| She's Balaam in the Bath ;—and Grerill at the 
Ball. | 


Phaon 
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vr, Wy . .. 


N ( 
e DOA Ja KIND PARIS LIES . e 


Phaon to  Sapho. when fo hk 


Her Cet, 
MY a 4 ente . nd Mak Bo 


Turkr Nympbs, the Muſe's Darlings, 
| mourn in Troops, 1000 

And languiſh All: —— "DOE lovely Spppo 

droops: 

Here Sylvan Bards, in follen: Grief are: mute; 

No more oy oe N the Ph or tune be 

Flute. 

eb in their Mind the Fair's Diſaſter! fix: 

TOY. Charms of Verſe are fled:;—and Phaoy 

finds but fix, 


Pr; 
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apDo J An ſcwer 10 . 
Jap! ph 4 of Anſwer 2 Lhaon. 


Pe ou beet Ade K rief, 


And in ſoft en ſend a ſweet Re- | 
. 


The Nymphs you mention, were deſcrib'd i in = 
Vain, 


They neither heard my Sighs, nor. ſooth'd my 
Pain: | 


Febrilla's direful Name! each Virgin ſcar'd! 

| And Tyrant-like, Pm leſs beloy'd, than fear'd, 
In penſive Solitude, I filent mourn! | 
And Friends around, to ſhapeleſs Echoes turn; 

Not one ſuperior Object now appears, 

But Abigail. are all my Viſitors, 
So Aſop's Lion ſat in- cav'd alone, 

And not oneBeaſt approꝶch'd the ff cklyFhrone, 6h 

| Yet all by Meſſage made their Kindneſs known? = 


PO SESESFPT. 
But have you Phaon, ferry'd o'er the Styx, 
And did your Mufe really depart at fix? 
Pray tell me? Would you thus your Numbers 
ſpare; . 
| es . whom you ung, or wiſe, or fair? 
Y, 5 1 Phaon's 
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53 % 47 
; end 


: LY H os to the Gods Anacreon ſaid, 
As oft as &'er Anacreon pray'd: 
Oh! may theſe ever fragrant Bowers 
Be ſacred to th' auſpicious Powers! 
{ Let Bacchus and the Queen of Love 
Preſide alternate o'er the Grove: 
So when J lift the chearful Bowl, 
Shall no left-handed God controul, 
Nor teaze my Brain with chilling Lymph, 
While my Heart feels the warming Nymph: 
Let nought profane have Entrance here; 
But every Pleaſure be ſincere. 
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Ericram Papal. 1 
On the Female Canticle. 


\ 5 the three Children late in Council ſate, iy 
Andafter many along and warm Debate : 
Well then! ſaid Azarias, to his Brother, 
Muſt this Song ſerve? Or, ſhall we look ano- 
ther ? 
In Troth, reply'd the gentle Miſael, 
My Lady has perform'd it pretty well; 
Then let it ſtand ; cry'd the bold Azarzas, . 
| But,—Gad! She'll get no Reputation by Us. 
+ 
i Ik my v\ © Renew Me. da *. l * 
; va 8 Thu uy \ Ct 5 285 viding. 
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LAW CASE. 


8 — Den 8 W 5 F T. 


. 10 HE Shepherds and the N jrophs x were 
19 79 TR | ſeen 

| . 20 Pleading before the Cyprian Queen: 

. The Counſel for the Fair began, 
Nee ing that falſe Creature Man: 

"v9 The Brief with weighty Crithe& was charz'd, 

On which the Pleader much enlarg' d. 

"That, Capid now has loſt his Art, 

Or blunts the Point of ev'ry Dart: 

His Altar now no longer ſmokes; 

His Mother's Aid no Youth invokes, : 

T his- tempts Free-: Malers to refine, 7595 
And bring in doubt their HWʃer Divine. 
Now, Love is dwindled to Intrigue, 

Abd . grown a ee: Pang 
- Which 


, he o 


Dn ered _ 
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Which Crimes aforeſaid (with her Leave) 
Were (as he humbly did conceive ) 

Againſt our Sov'rain Lady's Peace; 
Againſt the Statutes in that Caſe; . 

Againſt her Dignity and Crown; 

Then pray'd an Anſwer, and ſat down. 


THE Nymphs with Scorn beheld their Foes; > 
When the Defendant's Counſel roſe, 


And, what no Lawyer ever lack't, 
With Impudence own'd- all the Fact: 
But, what the gentleſt Heart would vex, 
Laid all the Fault on t'other Sex. 

That, modern Love is no ſuch Thing 
As what thoſe ancient Poets ſing, 

A Fire celeſtial, chaſte, refin'd, 
Conceiv'd and kindled in the Mind; 
Which, having found an equal Flame, 
Unites, and both become the fame: - 
In diff*rent Breaſts, together burn, 
Together both to Aſhes turn. 

But Women now feel no ſuch Fire, 
And only know the groſs Defire : 
Their Paſſions move in lower Spheres, 
Where-e'er Caprice or Folly ſteers: 

A Dog, a Parrot, or an Ape, 

Or a worſe Brute in Human Shape 
Engroſs the Fancies of the Fair, | 
The few ſoft Moments they can fpare . 
From Viſits to receive and pay 19 ; 
From Scandal, Politicks, and Play, 920 


I 3 Tia 
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From Fans and Flounces, and Brocades, 
From Equipage, and Park- Parades, 
From all the thouſand Female Toys, 
From ev'ry Trifle that employs 

The out, or inſide of their Heads, 
Between their Toilets and their Beds. 


I N a dull Stream, when moving ſlow, 
You hardly ſee the Current flow, 
If a ſmall Breeze obſtructs the Courſe, 
It whirls about for want of Force; 
And in its narrow Circle gathers _ 
Nothing but Chaff, and Straws, and Feathers: 
The Current of a Female's Mind 
Stops thus, and turns with ev'ry Wind; 
Thus whirling round, together draws 
Fools, Fops, and Rakes, for Chaff and Straws. 
Hence we conclude, no Women's Hearts 
Are won by Virtue, Wit, and Parts ; 
Nor are the Men of Senſe to blame 
For. Breaſts uncapable of Flame: 
The Fault muſt on the Nymphs be plac'd, 
Grown ſo corrupted in their Taſte. 


| THe Pleader having ſpoke his belt, 
Had Witneſs ready to atteſ}, 

Who fairly could on Oath depoſe, 
When Queſtions on the Fact aroſe, 
That ev'ry Article was true; 

Nor farther thoſe Deponents knew. 


Therefore 


le 


Therefore he humbly would inſiſ tt. 
The Bill might be with Coſts diſmiſt. 


The Graces * aſham'd look'd down; 
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Tux Cauſe appear'd of ſo much Weight, 
That Venus, from her Judgment-Seat, 
Deſir'd them not to talk ſo loud, 
Elſe ſhe muſt interpoſe a Cloud: 

For if the Heav*nly Folks ſhould know 
Theſe Pleadings in the Courts below, 
That Mortals here diſdain to love, 

She ne'er cou'd ſhow. her Face above. 

For, Gods their Betters, are too wiſe 


To value that which Men deſpiſe. 5 
And then ( ſaid ſhe) my Son and I 15 
Muſt ſtrole in Air *twixt Earth and Sky; Ki 
Or elſe ſhut out from Heav'n, and Earth, = 
Fly to the Sea, my Place of Birth, = 
There live with daggled Mermaids pent, | 
And keep on Fiſh perpetual Lent. Ss 
Bor ſince the Caſe appear'd ſo nice, Ki 
She thought it beſt to taxe Advice. 0 
The Muſes, by their King's Permiſſion, | 
Though Foes to Love, attend the Seflion; 4 


And on the right Hand took their Places 


In order, on the Left the Graces; 4 
To whom ſhe might her Doubts propoſe 
On all Emergencies that roſe. 

The Muſes oft were ſeen to frown, 


And 
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And 't was obſerv'd, there were but few TJ 
Of either Sex, among the Crew | 
Whom ſhe or her Aſſeſſors knew. 0 
The Goddeſs ſoon began to ſee 
Things were not ripe for a Decree: 

And ſaid, ſhe muſt conſult her Books, 
The Lovers Fleta's, Bracton's, Coke's. 
Firſt to a dapper Clerk ſhe beckon'd, 

To turn to Ovid , Book the Second, 

She then referr'd them to a Place 

In Virgil, ( Vide Dido's Caſe.) 

As for Tibullus's Reports, 

They never paſs'd for Law in Courts. 
For Cowley's Briefs, and Pleas of Haller, 
Still their ROY was ſmaller. 


THERE was on both Sides much to ſay, 
She'd: hear tke Cauſe another Day; 
And ſo ſhe did; and then a third; 
She heard ade there ſhe kept her Word; 
But with Rejoinders and Replies, 
Long Bills, and Anſwers, ſtuff'd with Lies, 
Demurr, Emparlance, and Eſſvin, 
The Parties ne'er could Iſſue join: 
For fifteen Years the Cauſe was ſpun, 
And then ſtood where it firſt begun. 
Now, gentle Clio, pr'ythee ſay, 
What Venus meant by this Delay. 


mt. 


Art of Love. 


he 


The Goddeſs much perplex'd in Mind 
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To ſee her Empire thus declin'd, 
When firſt this grand Debate aroſe, 
Above her Wiſdom to compoſe, 
Conceiv'd a Project in her Head 

To werk her Ends, which, if it ſped, 
Would ſhew the Merits of the Cauſe, 
Far better than conſulting Laws. 


In a glad Hour, Lacina's Aid 
Produc'd on Earth a wond'rous Maid; 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new Experiment. 
She threw her Law-Books on the Shelf, 
And thus debated with her ſelf. : 


Since Men allege they ne'er can find 


Thoſe Beauties in a Female-Mind 
Which raiſe a Flame that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure; 

If *tis with Reaſon they complain, 
This Infant ſhall reſtore my Reign: 
I'll ſearch where ev'ry Virtue dwells, 
From Courts incluſive down to Cells, 
What Preachers. talk, or Sages write, 
Theſe will I gather and unite; 

And repreſent them to Mankind, 
Collected in that Infaut's Mind. 


T n1s faid, ſhe plucks from Heay'ns high 
Bow'rs Sy 
A Sprig of Aramanthine Flow'rs ; 
e In 
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In Near thrice infuſes Bays, 
Three times refin'd in Titan's Rays; 
Then calls the Graces to her Aid, 
And ſprinkles thrice the new born Maid: 
From whence the tender Skin aſſumes 
A Sweetneſs above all Perfumes; 
From whence a Cleanlineſs remains 
Incapable of outward Stains ; 
From whence that Decency of Mind, 
So lovely in the Female-Kind, 
Where not a careleſs Thought intrudes 
Leſs modeſt, than the Speech of Prudes : 
Where-never Bluſh was call'd for BY 
That ſpurious Virtue in a Maid ; 
A Virtue, but at ſecond hand, 
They bluſh, becauſe they underſtand, 


THe Graces next wou'd act their Part, 


And ſhew'd but little of their Art; 
Their Work was half already done, 
The Child with Native Beauty ſhone: 
The outward Form no help requir'd; 
Each breathing on her thrice, infpir'd 
That gentle, ſoft, engaging Air, 

Which in old Times adorn'd the Fair. 
And ſaid; VANESSA be the Name, 
By which thou ſhalt be known to Fame; 
YANESSA by the Gods enroll'd ; 


Her Name on Earth — ſhall not be told. 
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Bor ſtill the Work was not compleat, 
When Venus thought on a Deceit. 
Drawn by her Doves away ſhe flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the Skies : 
Dear Pallas, I have been this Morn 
To ſee a lovely Infant born; 

A Boy in yonder Iſle below, 

| 50 like my own without his Bow; 
By Beauty could your Heart be won, 
You'd ſwear it is Apollo's Son. 

But it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, a Child 

| So hopeful has by me been ſpoil'd; 

| I have enough beſides to ſpare, 

| And give him wholly to your Care. 


W1sDoM's above ſuſpecting Wiles; 
The Queen of Learning gravely ſmiles, 
| Down from Olympas comes with Joy, 
| Miſtakes VANESSA for a Boy: 
Then ſows within her tender Mind 
| Seeds long unknown to Womankind, 
| For manly Boſoms chiefly fit, 
| The Seeds of Knowledge, Judgment, Wit : 
Her Soul was ſuddenly indu'd 
With Juſtice, Truth, and Fortitude ; 

With Honour, which no Breath can ſtain, 
| Which Malice muſt attack in vain ; 

With open Heart, and bounteous Hand: 
But Pallas here was at a ſtand; 


0 She 
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She knew, in our degen'rate Days - 

Bare Virtue cou'd not live on Praiſe : 
That Meat muſt be with Money bought; 
She therefore upon ſecond Thought 
Infus'd, yet as it were by Stealth, 

Some ſmall Regard for State and Wealth. 
(Of which, as ſhe grew up, there ſtaid 
A TinQture in the prudent Maid; 

She manag'd her Eſtate with Care, 

Yet lik'd three Footmen to her Chair.) 
But leſt he ſhould negle& his Studies, 
Like a young Heir, the thriſty Goddeſs 
For fear young Maſter ſhould be ſpoil'd, 
Would uſe him like a younger Child ; 
And after long computing, found 
 *T would come to juſt five Thouſand Pound. 


TE Queen of Love was pleas'd, and proud 
Toſee VANESSA thus endow'd. 
She doubted not but ſuch a Dame 
Through every Breaſt would dart a Flame: 
Thar ev'ry rich and lordly Swain 
With Pride wou'd drag about her Chain; 
That Scholars would forſake their Books, 
To ſtudy bright-VANESSA's Looks; 
As ſhe advanc'd, that Womankind 
Wou'd, by her Model, form their Mind; 
And all their Conduct ſhou'd be try'd 
By her, as an unerring Guide : 
Offending Daughters oft would hear 
VANESSA's Praiſe rung in their Ear; 
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Miſs Betty, when ſhe does a Fault, 5 
Lets fall her Knife, or ſpills the Salt, 
Will thus be by her Mother chid, 
Tis what VANESSA never did: 
Thus by the Nymphs and Swains ador'd, 
My Pow'r ſhall be again reſtor'd ; 
| And happy Lovers bleſs my Reign 
80 Nn hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 


For when in Time the Martial Maid! 
Found out the Trick that Venus play'd, 
She ſhakes her Helm, ſhe knits her rows, 
And fir'd with Indignation vows, 
To-morrow e'er the ſetting Sun, 
| She'd undo all that ſhe * done. 


BuT. Gods, we are by Poets avghe, © 
Muſt ſtand to what themſelves have wrought. 
For, in their old Records we find | 
A Wholeſome Law, Time out of Mind, 
Confirm'd long fince by Fate's Decree, 
That Gods of whatſoe'er Degree, 
| Reſume not what themſelves have giv n, 
Or any Brother-God in Heav'n: 

Who keeps the Peace among the Gods, 
Elſe they muſt always be at Odds: 

And Pallas, if ſhe broke the Laws, 
Muſt yield her Foe the ſtronger. Cauſe ; 
A Shame to one ſo much ador'd 


For Wiſdom at Fove's Council-Board. | 


"©: Beſides; 
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Beſides, ſhe fear'd the Queen of Love 
Wou'd meet with better Friends above. 
And tho' ſhe muſt with Grief reflect, 
To ſee a Mortal Virgin deck'd 
With Graces hitherto unknown 
To Female Breaſt, except her own; 
Vet ſhe wou'd act as beſt became 
A Goddeſs of unſpotted Fame. 
She knew by Augury Divine, 
Venus wou' d fail in her Deſign: 

She ſtudy's well the Point, and found 
Her Foe's Concluſions were not ſound, 
From Premiſſes erroneous brought, 
And therefore the DeduQion's nought ; 
And muſt have contrary Effects 
To what her treach ' rous Foe expe&s. 


nk erat. 1 


In proper Seaſon, Pallas meets 
"The Queen of Love, whom thus ſhe greets: 
{For Gods, we are by Homer told, 
Can in Celeſtial Language ſcold) 
Perfidious Goddeſs ! But in vain A 
. You form'd this Project in your Brain; 7 
1 T 
A 


A Projed for thy Talents fit, 
With much Deceit and little Wit: 


Thou haſt, as thou ſhalt quickly ſee, 4 
Deceiv'd thy ſelf inſtead of me; T. 
For, how can Heav'nly Wiſdom prove Ei 
An Inſtrument to Earthly Love? Ge 


Know'ſt thou not yet, that Men commence [Tt 


Not 


Thy Votaries for want of Senſe ? 


fo) 
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Nor ſhall VANESSA be the Theme. | 
To manage thy abortive Scheme; 
She'll prove the greateſt of thy Foes, 
And yet I ſcorn to interpoſe; _ 
But uſing neither Skill nor Force, 


| Leave all Things to their Nat'ral Courſe. 


TRE Goddeſs thus pronounc'd her Doom: 


When lo! VANESSA in her Bloom, 

| Advanc'd like Atalanta's Star, 

But rarely ſeen, and feen from far: 

la a new World with Caution ſtept, 
Watch'd all the Company ſhe kept ; 

| Well knowing from the Books ſhe read, 

| What dang'rous Paths young Virgins tread :: 
Would ſeldom at the Park appear, : 
Nor ſaw the Play-Houſe twice a Year ;. 

| Yet not uncurious, was inclin'd 

To know the Converſe of Mankind. 


PiRs r ifſu'd from Perfumers Shops 


A Crowd of faſhionable Fops ; 

| They ask'd her how ſhe lik'd the Play; 

| Then told the Tattle of the Day; 

| A Duel fought laſt Night at Two, 

| About a Lady, you know who: 

Talk'd of a new 1zalian come 

Either from Maſcovy or Rome : 

Gave Hints of Who and Who's together; 
Then fell to talking of the Weather ; 5 


K 2 Laſt 
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Laſt Nigbt was ſo extremely 3 
The Ladies walk'd till after Nine. 
Then in ſoft Voice, and Speech abſurd, 
With Nonſenſe every ſecond Word; 
With Fuſtian from exploded Plays, 
They celebrate her Beauty's Praiſe: 
Run o'er their Cant of ſtupid Lies, 
And tell the. Murders of her Eyes. 

With ſilent Scorn VANESSA fate, 
Scarce lilPning to their idle Chat, 
Further, than ſometimes by a Frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laſt, the ſpitefully was bent 
To try their Wiſdom's full Extent; 
And ſaid, ſhe valu'd nothing leſs, 
Than Title Fioure. Shave and Dreſs; 


' & dia 4 Sa weÞy. - 2 


That, Merit ſhou'd be chiefly plac'd d 

In Judgment, Knowledge, Wit and Taſte; 
And theſe, ſhe offer'd to diſpute, | 
Alone diſtinguiſh'd Man from Brute: 


With her, a wealthy Fool could paſs. 


At beſt, but for a Golden Aſs. 

That preſent Times have no Pretence 
To Virtue, in the Noble Senſe 

By Greeks and Romans underſtood, 

To periſh for their Country's Good. 
She named the ancient Heroes round, 
Explain'd for what they were renown'd : 
Then ſpoke with Cenſure or Applauſe 
Of Foreign Cuſtoms, Rites and Laws. 


5 Through 


9 
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Through Nature and thro' Art the rang'd, 

And gracefully her Subjects chang'd, 

In vain ; her Hearers had no Share 

In all the ſpoke, except to ſtare. 

Their Judgment was upon the whole, 

That Lady is the dulleſt Soul! 

Then tip'd their Foreheads in a Jeer, 

As, who ſhould ſay, She wants it here; 

She may be Handſome, Young, and Rich, 

But none will burn her for a Witch. 


A Party next, of glitt'ring Dames 
From round the Purlieus of St. James 
Came early, out of pure good Will 
To-ſee the Girl in Deſhabille: 

Their Clamour, lighting from their Chairs, 
Grew louder all the Way up Stairs; 
At Entrance loudeſt; where they found 
The Room with Volumes litter'd round: 
VANESSA held Montaigne and read, 
While Mrs. Szſaz comb'd her Head: 
They call'd for Tea and Chocolate; 
And fell into their uſual Chat; 
Diſcourſing with important Face, | 
Of Ribbands, Fans, and Gloves, and Lace; 
Show'd Patterns, juſt from Iadia brought, _ 
And gravely ask'd her what ſhe thought; 
Whether the Red or Green were beſt, 
And what they coſt? VANESSA: gueſs'd 8 
As came into her Fancy firſt, 
Nam'd half-the Rates, and Vk'd the worlt. 
K 3. 
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To Scandal next. What awkward Thing 
Was that laſt Sunday in the Ring? 
Fm ſorry Mopſa breaks ſo faſt, 

I faid, her Face would never laſt. 
Gerne with that youthful Air, 

Is Thirty, and a bit to ſpare; 

Her Fondneſs for a certain Earl 
Began when I was but a Girl; 
Phillis, who but a Month ago- 
Was marry'd to a Tunbridge Beau, 
I ſaw coquetting t'other Night 

In publick, with that odious Knight. 


Trey rally'd next VANESSA's Dreſs; 
That Gown was made for 01d Queen Beſs. 
Dear Madam, let me Set your Head: 

Don't you intend to put on Red? 

A Petticoat without a Hoop! 

Sure, you are not aſham'd to ſtoop : 

With handſome Garters at your Knees, 
No matter what a Fellow ſees. 

Fill'd with Diſdain, with Rage enflam'd, 
Both of her Self, and Sex aſham'd, 
The Nymph ſtood ſilent out of ſpight, 
Nor would youchſafe to ſet them tight. 
Away the fair Detractors went, 
And gave by Turns their Cenſures vent. 
She's not ſo handſome in my Eyes; 
For Wit, I wonder where it lies; 
She's fair and clean, and that's the moſt ; 

But why proclaim her for a Toaſt? 

| A Baby- 
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A Baby-Face, no Life, nor Airs, 

But what ſhe learn'd at Country-Fairs: 
Scarce knows what Diff*rence is between 
Rich Flanders Lace, and Colberteen: 

I'd undertake, my little Nancy 

In Flounces has a better Fancy. 

With all her Wit, I wou'd not ask 

Her Judgment, how to buy a Mask. 

We beg'd her but to patch her Face, 

She never hit one proper Place ; 

Which ev'ry Gitl at five Years old 

Can do, as ſoon as ſhe is told. 

I own, that out-of-faſhion Stuff 

Becomes the Creature well enough. 

The Girl might paſs, if we could get her 
To know the World a little better. 
To know the World : A modern Phraſe 
For Viſits, Ombre, Balls, and Plays. 


Tubus, to the World's perpetual Shame, 
The Queen of Beauty loſt her Aim. 
Too late with Grief ſhe underſtood 
Pallas had done more Harm than Good. 
For, great Examples are but vain, 
Where Ignorance begets Diſdain. 
Both Sexes, arm'd with Guilt and Spite, 
Againſt VANESS A's Pow'r unite : 
To copy her, few Nymphs aſpir'd ; 
Her Virtues fewer Swains admir'd. 
So Stars, beyond a certain Height, 
Give Mortals neither Heat nor Light, 
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YET ſome of either Sex, endow'd 
With Gifts ſuperior to the Crowd, 

With Virtue, Knowledge, Taſte, and Wits 
She condeſcended to admit. 

With pleaſing Arts ſhe could reduce 
Mens Talents to their proper Uſe : 
And with Addreſs each Genius held 

To that, wherein it moſt excelPd. 

Thus, making other's Wiſdom known; 
Could pleaſe them, and improve her own: 
A modeſt Youth ſaid ſomething new, 
She plac'd it in the ſtrongeſt View : 

All humble Worth ſhe ſtrove to raiſe ; 
Would not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praiſe: 
The Learned met with free Approach, 
Altho' they came not in a Coach. 

Some Clergy too ſhe would allow, 
Nor quarrel'd at their awkward Bow; 
But. this was for CADENUYS Sake, 

A Gown-Man of a diff' rent Make; 
Whom Pallas, once VANES SA's Tutor, 
Had fix'd on, for her Coadjutor. | 


BUT Cupid, full of Miſchief, longs 
To vindicate his Mother's Wrongs : 
On Pallas all Attempts are vain; 
One Way he knows to give her Pain: 
Vows on VANESSA's Heart to take 
Duc Vengeance, for her rana s Sake. 


Thoſe. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 105 
Thoſe early Seeds by Venus ſown, 
In ſpite of Pallas now were grown : 
And Cupid hop'd they wou'd improve 
By Time, and ripen into Love. 
The Boy made uſe of all his Craft ; 
In vain diſcharging many a Shaft, 
Pointed with Col'nels, Lords, and Beaus; 
CADENUS warded off the Blows ; 
For placing ſtill ſome Book betwixt, 
The Darts were in the Cover fixt; 
Or often blunted and recoil'd. 
On Plutarch's Morals ſtruck, were ſpoil'd. 
The Queen of Wiſdom cou'd foreſee, 
But not prevent the Fate's Decree ; 
And human Caution tries in vain 
To break that Adamantine Chain. 


VANESSA, tho! by Pallas taught, 
By Love invulnerable thought; 
Searching in Books for Wiſdom's Aid, 
Was i in the very Search betray'd. 
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CUPI D, tho? all his Darts were loſt, 
Yet ſtill reſoly'd to ſpare no Colt ; 
He cou'd not anſwer to his Fame 
The Triumphs of that ſtubborn Dame; 
A Nymph ſo hard to be ſubdu'd, 
Who neither was Coquet, nor Prude: 
I find, ſaid he, ſhe wants a Doctor, 
Both to adore her, and inſtruct her; 
P11 give her what ſhe moſt admires; 
Among thoſe venerable Sires: 


11 
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CADENUS is a Subject fit, 
Grown old in Politicks and Wit; 
Careſs'd by Miniſters of State, 

Of half Mankind the Dread or Hate: 
Whate'er Vexations Love attend, 
She need no Rivals apprehend; 

Her Sex with Univerſal Voice 

Muſt laugh at her capricious Choice. 


CADENUS many Things had writ; 
VANESSA much eſteem'd his Wit; 
And call'd for his Poetick Works; 
Mean time the Boy in ſecret lurks, 
And while the Book was in her Hand, 
The Urchin from his private Stand 
Took Aim, and ſhot with all his Strength 
A Dart of ſuch prodigious Length, 
It pierc'd the feeble Volume thro', 
And deep transfix'd her Boſom too. 
Some Lines more moving than the reft, 
Stuck to the Point that pierc'd her Breaſt, 
And borne directly to her Heart, 
With Pains unknown increas'd the Smart. 


VANESSA, not in Years a Score, 
Doats on a Gown of Forty-four : | 
Imaginary Charms can find 

In Eyes with reading almoſt blind: 
CADENUS now no more appears 
Declin'd in Health, advanc'd in Years ; 


She 
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She fancies Muſick in his Tongue, 
Nor further looks, but thinks him young. 
What Mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a Ship decay'd? _ 
What Planter will attempt to yoak 
A Saplin with a falling Oak ? 
As Years increaſe, ſhe brighter ſhines, 
CADE NU with each Day declines ; 
And he muſt fall a Prey to Time, 
While ſhe is blooming in her Prime. 
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STRANGE, that a Nymph by Pallas nurſt, 
In Love ſhould make Advances firſt: 
CADENUIUVCS, common Forms a-part, 

In ev'ry Scene had kept his Heart; 

Had ſigh'd and languiſh'd, vow'd and writ, 
For Paſtime, or to ſhew his Wit: 

Bat Time, and Books, and State-Affairs, 
Had ſpoil'd his faſhionable Airs : 

He now could praiſe, eſteem, approve, 
But underſtood not what was Love. 

This Conduct might have inade him ſtil'd 
A Father, and the Nymph his Child: 
That innocent Delight he took 

To ſee the Virgin mind her Book, 

Was but a Maſter's ſecret Joy, 

In Schools, to hear the fineſt Boy. 

Her Knowledge with her Fancy grew, 
She hourly preſs'd for ſomething new; 
Ideas came into her Mind 4 
So faſt, his Leſſons lagg'd behind: 
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She reaſon'd without plodding long, 
Nor ever gave her Judgment wrong. 

Bur now a ſudden Change Was n 
She minds no longer what he taught; 
She wiſh'd her Tutor were her Lover; 
Reſolv'd ſne would her Flame diſcover: 
And when CADE NVS would expound 
Some Notion ſubtle or profound, 
The Nymph would gently preſs his Hand, 
As if ſhe ſeem'd to underſtand ; 
Or dext'rouſly diſſembling Chance, 
Would ſigh, and ſteal a ſecret Glance. 


 CADENUS was amar'd to find 

Such Marks of a diſtracted Mind: 

For, though ſhe ſeem'd to liſten more 

To all he ſpoke, than e'er before; 

He found, her Thoughts would abſent range, 
Yet gueſt not whence could ſpring the Change. 
And firſt, he modeſtly conjectures, 

His Pupil might be tired with Lectures: 
Which helpt to mortify his Pride, 

Yet gave him not the Heart to chice. 

But in a mild dejected Strain 

At laſt he ventur'd to complain. 

Said, ſhe ſhould be no longer teaz'd, 

| Might have her Freedom when ſhe pleas'd; 
Was now convinc'd, he adted wrong 

To hide her from the World ſo long: 
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And in dull Studies to engage 

One of her tender Sex and Age. 
That, ev'ry Nymph with Envy own'd, 
How ſhe might ſhine in the eau Monde; 
And ev'ry Shepherd was undone 

To ſee her Cloyſter'd like a Nun. 

His, was a viſionary Scheme, 

He wak'd and found it but a Dream; 
A Project far above his Skill, 

For Nature muſt be Nature till. 

If he was bolder than beeame 

A Scholar to a Courtly Dame, 

She might excuſe a Man of Letters; + 
Thus Tutors often treat their Betters. 
But ſince this Talk offenſive grew, 

He came to take his laſt Adieu. 


VANESSA, fill'd with juſt Diſdain, 
Would ſtill her Dignity maintain; 
Inſtructed from her early Years, 

To ſcorn the Art of female Tears, 


Hap he employ'd his Time ſo long 


To teach her what was Right and Wrong, 


Yet could ſuch Notions entertain, 
That all his Lectures were in vain. 
She own'd the Wand'ring of her Thoughts; 
But he muſt anſwer for her Faults: 
She well remembred, to her coſt, 
That all his Leſſons were not loſt; 
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110 POEMS en 
Two Maxims ſhe could ſtill produce, 


And ſad Experience taught their Uſe; 
That, Virtue pleas'd with being ſhown, 


' Knows nothing which it dares not own; 


Can make us without Fear diſcloſe 


Our inmoſt Secrets to our Foes : 


That common Forms were not 8 155 


Directors to a noble Mind. 

Now, ſaid the Nymph, to let you ſee 
My AdQions with your Rules agree, 

That I can vulgar Forms deſpiſe, 

And have no Secrets to diſguiſe; 

P11 fully prove your Maxims true 

By owning here my Love for you. 

I knew by what you ſaid and writ, 

How dang'rous Things were Men of Wit; 

Lou caution'd me againſt their Charms, 


But never gave me equal Arms; 
Your Leſſons found the weakeſt Part, 


CADENUS felt within him riſe 


Shame, Diſappointment, Guilt, Surpriſe : 
He knew not how to reconcile 


Such Language with her uſual Stile; 


And yet her Words were ſo expreſt, 


He could not hope ſhe ſpoke in Jeſt. 
His Thoughts had wholly been coufin'd 
To form and cultivate her Mind ; 


He hardly knew till he was told, 
Whether the Nymph were young or old; 


p 


.Aim'd at the Head, but reach'd the Heart. 


2 — PIO SOC > TOaPt4 05D rm oo 


8 2 
mn = 


- 
_ 0 


SEVERAL OccAsioxs. 
Had met her in a publick Place 
Without diſtinguiſhing her Face: 
Much leſs ſhou'd his: declining Age | 
VANESSA's earlieſt Thoughts engage. 
And if her Youth Indiff*rence met, 

His Perſon muſt Contempt beget. 

Or grant, her Paſſion be ſincere, 

How ſhall his Innocence be clear? 
Appearances were all ſo ſtrong, 

The World muſt think him in the wrong; 
Would ſay he made a treacherous Uſe 

Of Wit, to flattec and ſeduce. | 
The Town would ſwear he had betray'd 
By Magick Spells the harmleſs Maid: 
And ev'ry Beau would have his Jokes; 
That Scholars were like other Folks: 
That, when Pl/azonick Flights were over, 
The Tutor turn'd a Mortal Lover: 

So tender of the Young and Fair, 

It how'd a true Paternal Care: 

Five Thouſand Guineas in her Purſe: 

The Doctor might have fancy'd worſe. 


HARD L, at length, he Silence broke; 


And faulter'd ev'ry Word he ſpoke; 

| Interpreting her Complaiſance 

juſt like a Man, ſans conſequence. 

She rally'd well, he always knew, N 

Her Manner now was ſomething new; 

And what ſhe ſpoke, was in an Air 

As ſerious, as a Tragick Play'r. 
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1123 POEM S on 
But, thoſe who aim at Ridicule, 
Should fix upon ſome certain Rule, 
Which fairly hints they are in jeſt, 
Elſe he muſt enter his Proteſt: 
For, let a Man be ne'er fo wiſe, 
He may be caught with ſober Lies; 
A Science which he never taught, 
And, to be free, was dearly bought; 
For, take it in its proper Light, 
*Tis juſt what Coxcombs call a Bite. 
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Bur not to dwell on Things minute, 
VANESSA finiſh'd the Diſpute ; 
Brought weighty Arguments to prove, * 
That Reaſon was her Guide in Love. 

She thought he had himſelf deſcrib'd 
His Doctrines when ſhe firſt imbib'd; 
From his transfus'd into her Breaſt, 
With Pleaſure not to be exprelt. 
What he had planted, now was grown ; 
His Virtues ſhe might call her own: 
As he approves, as he diſlikes, 
Love or Contempt her Fancy ſtrikes, 
Self-Love, in Nature rooted faſt, 
Attends us firſt, and leaves us laſt : 
Why the loves him, admire not at her, 
She loves her ſelf, and that's the Matter. 
How was her Tutor wont to praiſe 
The Geniuſes of ancient Days, 
Thoſe Authors he ſo oft had nam'd 
For Learning, Wit, and Wiſdom fam'd 1 
as 
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For Perſons whom he never ſaw; 
Suppoſe CADE NUS flouriſh'd then, 
He muſt adore ſuch God-like Men. 

If one ſhort Volume could compriſe 

All that was witty, learn'd, and wiſe, 
How would it be eſteem'd and read, 
Although the Writer long were dead? 

If ſuch an Author were alive, 

How all would for his Friendſhip ſtrive ? 
Would come in Crowds. to ſee his Face? 
And, this ſhe takes to be her Caſe: 
CADENUS anſwers ev'ry End, 

The Book, the Author,-and the Friend : 
The utmoſt her Deſires will reach, 

Is but to learn what he can teach: 

His Converſe is a Syſtem fit 

Alone, to fill up all her Wit; 
While.ev'ry Paſſion of her Mind 


| In him is center'd and confin'd. 


Love can with Speech inſpire a Mute, 
And taught VANESSA to diſpute; _ 
This Topick, never touch'd before, 
Ditplay'd her Eloquence the moce : 


Hec Knowledge with ſuch Paius acquir'd, 


By this new Paſſion grew inſpired ; 
Thro* Love he made all Objects paſs, A 
Which gave a l'intture o'er the Mals: 
As Rivers, ttio? they bend aud twine, 
Still to the Sea their Cour ſe incline. 

L 3 | 
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Was ſtruck with Love, Eſteem, and Awe, . 
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Or, as Philoſophers who find 
Some Fav'rite Syſtem to their Mind, 
In ev'ry Point to make it fit, 
Will force all Nature to ſubmit. 


' CADENUS, who could neer ſuſpect 


His Leſſons would have this Effect, 
Or be ſo artfully apply'd, 


Inſenſibly came on her Side. 


It was an unforeſeen Event ; 

Things took a Turn he never meant; 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize, 
Appears a Hero in our Eyes: 

Each Girl, when pleas'd with what is taught, 
Will have the Teacher in her Thought: 
When Miſs delights in her Spinet, 

A Fidler may a Fortune get. 

A Blockhead with melodious Voice 

In Boarding-Schools can have his Choice ; 
And oft the Dancing-Maſter's Art 

Climbs from the Toe to reach the Heart. 
In Learning let a Nymph delight, 

The Pedant gets a Miſtreſs by't. 
CADENUS, to his Grief and Shame, 
Could ſcarce oppoſe VANE SS A's Flame; 


But thought her Arguments were ſtrong, 


At leaſt, could hardly wiſh *em wrong : 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell, 
But, ſure ſhe never talk'd ſo well. 
His Pride began to interpoſe ; 


Preferr'd before a Cro wd of Beaus; 
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So bright a Nymph to come unſought, 
Such Wonders by his Merit wrought : 
*Tis Merit muſt with her prevail; 
He never knew her Judgment fail : 
She noted all ſhe ever read, 
And had a moſt diſcerning Head. 


*T1s an old Maxim in the Schools, 

That Vanity's the Food of Fools, 
Yet now and then your Men of Wit 
Will condeſcend to taſte a Bit : 

So, when CADENUS could not hide, 

He choſe to juſtify his Pride; 
Conſtr'ing the Paſſion ſhe had ſhown 
Much to her Praiſe, more to his own; 
Nature in him had Merit plac'd, 
In her, a moſt judicious Taſte. 
Love, hitherto a tranſient Gueſt, 
Ne'er took Poſſeſſion of his Breaſt ; 
So long attending at the Gate, 
Diſdain'd to enter in ſo late. 
Love, why do we one Paſſion call, 
When *tis a Compound of them all? 
Where Hot and Cold, where Sharp and Sweet, 
In all their Equipages meet; 
Where Pleaſures mix'd with Pains appear, 
Sorrow With Joy, and Hope with Fear ;. 
Wherein his Dignity and Age, 
Forbid CADENUS to engage: 
But Friendſhip in its greateſt Height, 
A conſtant Rational Delight, 


, re 22 * 8 — 
. 
. 
- 


The Science ſhe deſigns to teach: 
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On Virtue's Baſis fix'd, to laſt 

When Love's Alluremens-long are paſt, 
Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 
He gladly offers in return. 

His want of Paſſion will redeem 


With Gratitude, Reſpect, Eſteem ; : 


With that Devotion we beſlow 
When Goddeſſes appear below. 


Wulrx thus CAD ENU entertains - 
VANESSA in exalted Strains, 
The Nymph in ſober Words, intreats 
A Truce with all ſublime Conceits : _ 
For, why ſuch Raptures, Flights, and Fancies 
To her who durſt not read Romances, . 
In lofty Stile to make Replies, . 


Which he had taught her to deſpiſe. 


But when her Tutor will affect 
Devotion, Duty, and Reſpect, 

He fairly Abdicates his Throne, 

The Government is now her own; 
He has a Forfeiture incurr'd, 

She vows to take him at his Word; 
And hopes, he will not think it ſtrange 
If both ſhould new their Stations change; 
The Nymph will have her Turn to be 
The Tutor, and the Pupil he; 

Tho? ſhe already can diſcern 

Her Scholar is not apt to learn, 

Or wants Capacity to reach 
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Wherein his Genius was below 
The Skill of ev'ry common Beau: 
Who though, he cannot ſpell, is wiſe 
Enough to read a Lady's Eyes, 

And will each accidental Glance 
Interpret for a kind Advance. 

But what Succels VANESSA met, 

Is to the World @ Secret yet: 
Whether the Nymph to pleaſe her Swain, 
Talks in a high Romantick Strain ; 

Or whether he at laſt deſcends, 

To love with leſs Seraphick Ends: 

Or, to compound the Bus'neſs, whether 
They temper Love and Books together; 
Muſt never to Mankind be told, 

Nor dare the conſcious Muſe unfold. | 


M AN time, the mournful Queen of Love 
Led but a weary Life above; 

She ventures now to leave the Skies, 12 
Grown, by VYANESSA's Condud, wiſes 
For, tho' by one perverſe Event 

Pallas had croſs'd her firſt Intent ; 

Tho? her Deſign was not obtain'd, 

Yet had ſhe much Experience gain'd : 

And by the Proje& vainly try'd, 

Could better now the Cauſe decide. 

She gave due Notice, that both Parties, 
Coram Regina, prox. di. Martis * 


Su 
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* Before the Queen on Tueſday next. % 
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Shou'd at their Peril, without fail 
Come and appear, and fave their Bail. 
All met, and Silence thrice proclaim'd, 
One Lawyer to each Side was nam'd. 
The Judge diſcover'd in her Face 
Reſentments for her late Diſgrace ; 
And full of Anger, Shame and Grief, 
Directed them to mind their Brief; 
Nor ſpend the Time to ſhew their Reading; 
She'd have a ſummary Proceeding : 

She gather'd under ev'ry Head 

The Sum of what each Lawyer faid ; 
Gave her own Reaſons laſt, and then 
Decreed the Cauſe againſt the Men... 


Bor in a weighty Caſe like this, 
To ſhew ſhe did not judge amiſs, 
Which evil Tongues might elſe report, 
She made a Speech in open Court: 
Wherein ſhe grievouſly complains 
How ſhe was cheated by the Swains; 
On whoſe Petition; humbly ſhewing 
That, Women were not worth the Wooing;- 
And, that unleſs the Sex would mend, 
The Race of -Eovers ſoon muſt end; 
She was at Liord-knows-what Expence 
To form a Nymph of Wit and Senſe; , 
A Model for her Sex deſign'd, 
Who never could one Lover find. 
She ſaw her Favour was miſplac't, 
The Fellows had a wretched Taſte; 


She, 


SEVERAL OccAslONS. 


She needs mult tell 'em to their Face, 
They were a ſenſeleſs ſtupid Race; 
And were ſne to begin again, 
She'd ſtudy to reform the Men; 
Or, add ſome Grains of Folly more 
To Women, than they had before; 
To put them on an equal Foot, 

And this, and-nothing elſe wou'd do't: 
This might their mutual Fancy ſtrike, 
Since ev'ry Being loves its Like. 

But, now repenting what was done, 
She left all Bus'neſs to her Son: 

She put the World in his Poſſeſſion, 
And let him uſe it at Diſcretion. 

The Cry'r was order'd to diſmiſs 
The Court, who made His laſt O Tes: 
The Goddeſs wou'd no longer wait, 
But rifing from her Chair of State, 
Left all Below at Six and Seven, 


Harneſs'd her Doves, and flew to Heaven. 
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Thomas Palmer, Eſq; 


Member of Parliament for os conth 


— 


By Mr. 51 


8 TOE APPY are you, whom f Quin. 
5 ' rock overlooks, 
wy 49 Bleſt with keen healthy Air, and 
2 Chryſtal Brooks, 
While wretched we the baleful 
Influence mourn 


Of cold ene and his 9 Urn, 


; * 


* 


* 4 Village Peay 3 lens ond <A 
in Somerſetſhire. 


Mr, Diaper was a Native * Bridgwater, and ſome 
Time Curate of Brent. 


+ An high Hill near Taunton in the ſame County, 
Eternal 
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Eternal Miſts their dropping Curſe diſtil, 
And drizly Vapours all the Ditches fill, 
The ſwampy Land's a Bog, the Fields are Seas, 
And too much Moiſture is the grand Diſeaſe ; 
Here, every Eye with brackiſh Rheum o'erflows, 
And a freſh Drop ſtill hangs at every Noſe; 
Here, the Winds rule with- unconteſted Right, 
The wanton Gods at Pleaſure take their Flight; 
No ſhelt'ring Hedge, no Tree, no ſpreadin 
| Bough | 
Obſtrudt their Courſe, but unconfin'd they blow; 
With dewy Wings they ſweep the wat'ry Meads, 
And proudly trample o'er the bending Reeds: 
We are to North and Southern Blaſts expos'd, 
Still drown'd by one, or by the other froz'd. 


Tno' Venice boaſt, Brent is as fam'd a Seat, 

For here we live in Seas, and fail through every 
Street; 

And this great Privelege we farther gain, 

We never are oblig'd to pray for Rain: 

And 'tis as forc'd to wiſh for ſunny Days; 

For tho' the God of Light condenſe his Rays, 

And try his Power, we inuſt in Water lye, 

The Marſh will ſtill be ſuch, and BRENT will 
ne'er be dry. 


** * 4 
n 2 
— — * — — < 
- — — SES — nz 
r or — 2 
— _ 


—— 
— — 


. 
* 
"I — — 8 — 3 1 — ”Y 
* — Pr „ — —. pr T — * — yes, wad N od — 7 — — — _ __ — W — 
* as * hens Me _ — — — 3 — — — 9 - . 8 — — — —— — — ny — 
A * 8 — . JE 2 — — - - : . 
4 - — "> — — — e > I —— TT — ——ů ͤ ͤ = 2 — - n SI > > WHnE CR R 
N 5 #4 . 5 — 2 = Xo . — — ro vn 5 TSS > 1 — 1 7 8 ** A 1 map — — —— 4 
— - - IS © "SIE? n . — an 4 - - 2 8 a = J — mel F bo —— — — — — . — * — "a 
— —̊ — 2 — CCI A. IT \ - — — — ec J 2 . 1 5 v4 2 tg, — — — oo — 2 — 1 
= a= = 2 — —_ 22 — — s — n * I Wi wc” 4 832 2 = — — 7 —= . £ 2 7 as — 8 * — — . * z — — 
> — — by 2 N — — J = 2 - : 4 — as 
: — — — a. . "2 CG > . y 2 be 4 4 * — - : 
ww — . 22 2 n W * 4 9 - bk - ” 7 — — 5 r —— * 2. 33 2 1 
— — — = = . N 8 » — oe _ 2 as > - — — — N 2 n 4 2.9%... = ' 
— - rs - * wes, — — — s p, — os — 2 
- % — Y , 8 _ , 7 > 6 r * ht = 2 ves 2 * 8 — — +a 5 
1 WR Y — — T — — r r — N — ES — ya 8 — > So * = 2 b -» d 
- <> — = * - . _ — "I 2 8 os - , ht 2 . - 8 0 = — — * 2 — £ 20 
— — _— * 2 — — 8 — — - 5 $ iy ry þ. 4 „ 2 —— 2 — $i aw — — * 1 2 — = XS 
— E * — * > —— 8 ug 1 * 1 4 = 7 1 — — — 
mn — > 3 more - . — — * — — 4 . — e 
* — 4 - * — — 2 - 
——— — 21333 — 2 — 
_ —— = - 8 — — b 
. 


— — — — 
——— —— — — 
— ——— - * QT; , — 
= den 
” TY — 
4 — — —ͤ—— — — 


A 
——— - 

— —_—_——_ 
— — . 
— * — 
7 ; . 

s Ts 


1 

no - 
T 2 a Ts 

* 


* 
. —— 


2 
— — 245.2 Ao + 


— — rn 


— — . 
— — <> — 
- — —— 


x SURE this is Nature's Jayl for Rogues 
deſign'd, | 
Whoever lives in BRENT, muſt live confin'd; 


M Ml.-oted 


122 POEMS oz 


Moted. around, the Water is our Fence, 
None comes to us, and none can go from hence, 
But ſhou'd a milder Day invite abroad, 
To-wade thro? Mire, and wallow in the Mud, 
Some envious Rine will quickly thwart the 
Road: - 
And then a ſmall round Twig is all our Hopes, 
You paſs not Bridges, but you dance on Ropes. 


ALL Dogs here take the Water, and we find 
No Creature but of an Amphibious Kind : 
Rabbits with Ducks, and Geeſe here fail with 

Hens, 
And all for Food muſt paddle in the Fens. 
Nay, when Proviſion fails, the hungry Mouſe 
Will fear no Pool to reach a neigbouring Houſe, 
The good old Hen clucks boldly throvgh the 
Stream, 
And Chicken newly batch'd eſſay to ſwim. 
All have a aooriſh Taſte, Cow, Sheep, and 
Swine, 
Eat all like Frogs, and ſavour of the Rine, 
Bread is our only Sauce, a Barley Cake 
Hard as your Cheeſe, and as your Trencher black. 


7 


Our choicelt Drink (and that's the greateſt Curſe) 


Is but bad Water, made my Brewing worſe, 
Petter to taſte the Ditch pure and unmix'd 
Than when to more unwholſome Ale bewitch'd. 


TO him that hath is always given more, 
And a new Stock ſupplies the growing Store, 
| Not 


| 
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Not only Rain from bounteous Heaven deſcends, 
But th' Ocean with an after Flood befriends; 
For Nature this as a Relief deſigns, 

To ſalt the ſtinking Waters of the Rines; 


As when of late enraged Neptune ſware 


BRENT was his own Part of his lawful Share; 
He ſaid, and held his Trident o'er the Plain, 
And ſoon the Waves poſſeſs their antient Claim; 


They ſcorn the Shore; and o'er the Marſhes 
ſound, 


And Mad-wall Cotts are level d with the 


Ground. 


| Tho? the courſe Buildings are ſo humbly lows- 


That when the Houſe is fall'n you hardly know 

Buried we are alive ; the ſpacious Dome. 

Has (like the Grave) but one poor ſcanty ( 
© Room, 

Neither ſo large nor lofty as a Tomb. 

Thus as in th' Ark, ſo here in common Sty, 


Men and their Fellow Brutes with equal Ho- 


nour lye. 


No joyous Birds here ſtretch their tuneful Throats, 
And pierce the yielding Air with thrilling Notes, 


But the hoarſe Sea-Gulls with an odious Cry, 
Skim o'er the Marſh, and tell that Storms are nigh. 
The curs'd Night-Raven, and the hooting Owt, 
Diſturb our reſt, and ſcare the guilty Soul; 
Fhe Beaſts are of no better Kind, that fill 
The Brakes and Caverns of the neighb'ring Hill, 


But are, all digging Moles, or prowling Brooks, 5 


The lurking Serpent, and the ſubtle Fox : 
M 2 Serpents 
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Serpents in- num'rous on the Mountains roam 
Man's greateſt Foe thought this his ſafeſt Home, 
Nor cou'd expect an hated Place to find, 
More likely to be void of human Kind: 

And yet, if Duſt be doom'd the Serpent's Meat, 
*Tis wond'rous ſtrange, if here they ever eat. 


AGUES and Sy with us as conſtant 
reign, 

As th' Itch in Scotland, or the Flux in Spain. 
Under the bending Knolls declining Brow, 
Where Toad-ſtools only to Perfection grow, 
A Cave there is, I thought by Nature made, 

For Want of Trees, a neceſſary Shade. 
Hither I came, and void of Fear and Thought» 
Drew near the Entrance of the penſive Grot; 
But ah !——this was the Place, the diſmal Cell, 
Where ſpitting Colds, and ſhiv*ring Agues dwel!, 
The conſtant Home of that malicious Fiend, 
That, with her third Day Viſit, plagues Mankind. 
Here a ſmall Fire glow'd in a ſmoaky Grate, 
And hov'ring o'er the Flames old Febris fate, 
A thick courſe Mantle on her Shoulders hung, 
She gnaſh'd her Teeth through Cold, and her 

lean Fingers wrung. | 

A ſtinking Lake her craving Thirſt ſupply'd, 
From which a muddy Stream did filent glide; 
Greedy, ſhe drank- of the unwholſome Brook, 
But (till the more ſhe drank, the more ſhe ſhook. 
When me the Fury ſaw, ſhe rais'd her Head, 
And Anger to her Paleneſs gave a red. 
IF Loſt 
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Loſt had I been, undone! had 1 not brought, 
Of Indian Cortex an inchanted Pot. 

Thus arm'd with ſacred Spells I forward paſs, 
And with the Magick Bark beſmear'd her hag- 

gard Face. 

Dreadful ſhe ſhriek*d, and with one mighty Shake, . 
The Hag ſunk down into the neighb'ring Lake, 


Th” unhappyFrogs perceiv'd the Fiend was come, 


And all the croaking Tribes forſake their Home. 

And from the Pool to milder Banks repair, 

Thedeadly chilling Cold they could not bear, 

And their pale quiv'ring Looks confeſt an. 
Ague there. 

With equal Halte 1 quit the fatal Grot, 

And ſafe retire; Thanks to my ſoveraign Pot, 


HA D mournful Ovid been to BRENT con- 

demn'd, . 

His Triſtibus (he would) more movingly have. 
penn'd ; 

Gladly he wand have chang'd this miry Slough 

For colder Pontus, and the Scythian Snow. 

The Getes were not ſo barbarous a Race 

As the grim Natives of this motly Place. 


Of Thought and Reaſon void, whom Inſtint 
rules, 


Yet will be Knaves, tho' Nature meant them 
Fools. 

A ſtrange half Human and ungainly Brood, 

Their Speech uncouth, as are their Manners rude. 


Mz When 
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When they would ſeem to ſpeak, the Mortals 
roar | 

As loud as Waves contending with the Shore. 

Their widened Mouths into a Circle grow, 

For all their Vowels are but A and 0. 

The Beaſts have the ſame Language; and the 
Cow, | 

After her Owner's Voice, is tavght to lowe ; 

The Lamb to baa, as doth her Keeper; Pyes 

AndPuppies, learn to howl, fromChildren'sCries. 


SOME think us honeſt, but thro? this Belief, 
That where all ſteal, there no one is a Thief: 
Rogues of all Kinds you may at Leiſure chuſe; 
One finds a Horſe, another fears the Nooſe, | 
And humbly is content to take the Shoes. 


IT never yet could be exactly ftated, 
What Time of Year this World was firſt Created, 
Some plead for Summer, but more wiſe bethought 
them, | 
That th' Earth, like other Fruits, was ripe in 
Autumn ; 
While gayer Wits the Vernal Bloom prefer, 
And think the ſmiling World did firſt = 
In the young Glory.of the budding Year. 
But the black Knoll, and all the Marſhes round 
(A Sort of Chaos of unfiniſh'd Ground) 
Were made in Winter, one may ſafely ſwear, 
For Winter is the only Seaſon there. 


OF 
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O F Four primeElements all Things below 

By various Mixtuies were compos'd ; but now 
(At leaſt with us) they are ieduc'd to I wo. 
The daily Want of Fire our Chimneys mourn, 
Cow-Dung and Turf may ſinoak, but never burn, 
Water and Earth are all that BRENT can boaſt, 
The Air in Mitts, and dewy Steams is loſt. 
We live on Fogs, and in this moory-Sink, 
When we are thought to breathe, we rather drink. 


IT 's ſaid the World at laſt in Flames muſt 
dye, | | 

And thus interr'd in its own Aſhes lye ; 
If any Part ſhall then remain entire, 
And be excepted from that common Fire, | 
Sure 'twas this wat'ry Spot that Nature meant, 
For though the W orld be burnt, this never will 
be Brent. 
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Aa old Word for Burnt, uſed by CHAUCER. 
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WINTONIA. 


ANTING and breathleſs from the Vale 
below, 
We've climb'd the Steep, and gain'd the Moun- 
tain's Brow ; 
Where we may reſt, but with unwearied Eyes, 
Survey the Proſpe@ that around us lies; 
Where Art and Nature in one Landſcape join, 
And with united Beauties doubly ſhine ; 
Striking at once the nice Obſerver's View. 
Not with Surprize alone, but Pleaſure too. 
Here, may the Sight like wand'ring Fancy roam, 
And from afar bring true Deſcriptions home.. 
Tho? antient Poets might in heightned Strains, 
Deſcribe fair Tempe's, or Arcadia's Plains; 
Or paint high Rodophe's and Hemus Brow, 
Shaded with Pines, or cover'd o'er with Snow; 
Might draw the Hebrus flowing down the Hills, 
And Penueus gliding with its murm'ring Rills, 
Yet cou'd not ſoar beyond a lively Dream, 
But what they fancy'd is ſome actual Theme. 
Oh, wou'd ſome Muſe !-— if haply any one, 
Wou'd tread this Path unbeaten and unknown, 
Wou'd inip her Wings, with lofty Pinions dare 
To Skim the Clouds, and cut etherial Air , 
| What 
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What laſting Glory, and prodigious Fame, 

Might he acquire and reap from ſuch a Theme; 

But if thro' Fears thy Sallies may be done, 
Thy Stock of Thoughts be laviſh'd out too ſoon, 

For Want of Matter that this Work mult ceaſe, 

E'er thou canſt finiſh ſuch a glorious Piece, 

Rather than fail, or my Directions need, 

I will ſtand by, and teach thee to proceed, 


TH O' Muſe of mine, thou'rt innocent and 
kee, 
And ne'er preſum'd to more than rural Song, 
Thy pleaſing Groves and Paſtures leave a while, 
And to Heroick Subjects turn thy Stile. 


LET Caitb'rine's Mount be thy Parnaſſus 3 
naw, 
For this and Twyford frames a double Browsf | 
AndTwyford's Hill Caſtalian Springs can ſhow. 


4 


FIRST then, asPainters, when with Art divine 
Some noble Work in Picture they deſign, 
To itrike the Eye they ſtrive with utmoſt Care, 
80 draw the brighteſt Objects large and near; 
ouch as amazing Art hath proudly rear'd, 
And made through wond'ring Ages be rever'd. 
Some ſtately Arch on fluted Pillars borne, 
Or tow'ring Fanes the Tablet may adorn ; 
Or elſe ſome mould'ring Pyramid may grace 
The painted Scene, and hold the chiefeſt Place: 


For 


2 FPFULMS- oz 

For ſplendid Rivers pleaſe the curious Eye, 
And &en in Ruin for Perfection vie. 
So we, my Muſe, their Method will purſue, 
And draw that firſt, which firſt ſalutes our View. 
See then how grave that reverend Pile * appears, 
Grown old, yet more majeſtical in Years; 
With ſolemn Pride how gracefully it ſtands, 
As if not built but by immortal Hands; 
How midſt the Clouds it rears its awful Head, 
And fills th' Obſerver with a facred Dread. 
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A fine, unfiniſhed Building defign'd as a Hun- 
ting-Palace 155 King CHARLES IId. 
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EEREEEEEERE 


To a fair Laby ſiaging to 
her Lu rk. 


By Mr. Por E.: 


F AIR Charmer ceaſe, nor make your Voice 5 
prize, 
A Heart reſign'd, the Conqueſt of your Eyes. 
Well might, alas! that threatued Veſſel fail, 
Which Winds and Lightning, both at once aſſail; 
We were too bleſt, with theſe inchantivg Lays, 
Which muſt be heav'nly when an Angel plays: 
But killing Charms, your Lover's Death contrive, 
Leſt Heav' uly Muſick ſhou'd be heard alive. 


Oxruzes cou'd charm the Trees, but thus, a 
Tree, | 
Tavght by your Hand, can charm no leſs than he, 
A Poet made the filent Wood purſue, . 
This vocal Wood had drawn the Poet too, 


re. 
The 
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e een 


The Tu AnSLATOR. 


By the S AM EF. 


For who to ling for Sanger cou'd refuſe ? 
His Numbers ſuch as S2zger's ſelf might uſe. 
Reviving Perault, murd*ring Boileau, he 
Slander'd the Antients firſt, then Wycherley ; 
Which yet not much that % Bard's Anger 

rais'd, 


ZEL at Sanger's Call, invok'd his 005 


| Since zhoſe were ſlander'd moſt, whom Ozell 


prais'd. 


Nor had the gentle Satire caus'd complaining 


Had not ſage Rowe pronounc'd it entertaining: 
How great mult be the Judgment of that Writer, 
Who the Plain- Dealer damns, and prints the Biter! 
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* Egbert Sanger ſerved bis Apprenticeſhip with 


Jacob Tonton, and ſucceeded Bernard Lintot 
in his Shop at the Middle-Femple Gate, Fleet- 
ſtreet ; Lintot printed Orells Tranſlation of 
Perault's CHaracters, and Sanger his Tranſla- 
tion of Boileau's Lutrin, recommended by Mr. 
Rowe, Anno 1 709. IR 
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B 
By the ſame. 


15 Dennis writes, and rails, with furious Pet, 
I'll anſwer Deunis, when I am in Debt; 
If meaner Gildon, draws his venal Quill, 
I wiſh the Wretch a Dinner, and fit (till: 
Tis Hunger, and not Malice, makes them print, 
And who'd wage War with Bedlam, or the Mint? 
But were there One, whom better Stars conſpire, 
To form a Bard, and raiſe his Genius higher? 
Bleſt with each Talez?, and each Art to pleaſe, 
And born to write, converſe, and live with Eaſe. 
Shou'd ſuch a May be fond to Reign alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no Brother near the Throne? 
View him with ſeornful, yet with jealous Eyes, 
And hate for Arts which caus'd Himſelf to riſe. 
Damn with faint Praiſe — Aſſent with civil Lear, 
And without ſueering teach the reſt to ſueer. 
Wiſhing to wound—and yet afraid to ſtiike ; 
Juſt hint a Fault, and heſitate Diſlike: 
Alike reſerv'd to 4lzwe, or to commend, 
Rrtim'rous Foe, and a ſuſpicions Friend; 3 
1 8 * Fearing 
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Fearing e'en Fools, by Flatterers beſieg'd, 
And ſo obliging, that he ne'er oblig'd : 
Who when zwo Wits on rival Themes conteſt, 
Approves of Each, yet likes the worſt the beſt ; 
Like Caro gives his little Senate Laws, 

And ſits attentive to his own Applauſe; 
Whilſt Wits and Templars every Sentence raiſe 
And wonder, with a fooliſh Face of Praiſe ; 
Who wou'd not laugh, if ſuch a Man there be, 
Who wou'd not weep if AppisoN were he? 


Aa OUCH k r reel 


An ErisTLE from My. PoE to Mr. 
Gay. Occaſioned by two Stanzas 
in Black-Ey*d-Sus AN. 


By Mr. WESsLEx. 
or T, as thou know'ſt, I've dar'd the Critic: 


Crowd 
Unſeen, like HouER' Heroes ina Cloud. 


And oft, like TEUCER, haſt thou ta'en the Field 
Beneath mine ample Telamonian Shield. 


— 


** 255 Tranſlators of Holme: viz, Himſelf and 
Yet 


Mr. Tiekell. 


4 
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Yet hence ſince Wits undue Advantage raiſe, - 
Studious to cenſure both, but neither praiſe, 
Thee I'll eſpouſe, my Friend, in open Light,-. 
Careleſs, tho* CURLL ſhou'd print, or DENNIS 

write. 
My Literal-ſelf, that partial I commend, 


In thee my Figarative-ſelf, my Friend. 


Who thy Poetick Worth can fitter tell? 
So well who knows it, or who loves ſo well? 
Tho? grov'ling ott, ſometimes thou durſt like me 
Degenerate into loftieſt Poetry! 

How does th* applauding World with Wonder 
view . . 
A Nymph, or Heroine, in a Blacl-Ey'd- Sue] 


Whoſe Charms thy Verſe has ſpread from Pole 


to Pole, 


Where Winds can carry; or where Waves can 
_ rowl. 


To nobleſt Heights did humbleſt Ballad riſe, 


When Indian Diamond ſparkled for her Eyes, 
When far fetch'd Iv'ry taught the Lover's Sight 
Her Skin how ſpotleſs, or her Teeth how white! 
Her op'ning Lips Arabian Sweets exhale 
Fragrant as od'rous Ajric&'s ſpicy Gale. 

Such choice Perfumes, nor VIRGiL's happy Field, 
Nor fam'd Alcinons Magick Garden yields. 

Not fairer ſeem'd of old the Paphian-QUEEN, 
When unadorn'd on Ide by Paris ſeen. 
Nor e'en Romance can brighter Charms diſplay, _ 


Nor more cou'd PETRARCH for his LAURA ſay . 


N 2 For 
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For Flights like theſe, the Learn'd may ſearch 
in vain 

The Sabine Cygnet, or the Theban Swan. 

But fineſt Genii near ſhou'd fetter'd be 

By Character and dull Proptiety. | 

But leave your real Life your ſimple Strains, 

To Engliſb Milk-Maids, and Sicilian Swains.“ 

'Yet moſt thine Art, O Bard divine! is ſeen, 

When Cup1D guards his WILLIAM in Machine. 

And turns the miſſive Balls that round him fly, 

Leſt Tears, alas! ſhou'd drop from SoxE x' Eye. 

Submiſſive at his Feet the Bullets fall, 

Tho? ſhort with Force to ſink an Admiral. 

No more from Mas let VExus Succour find, 

Bur liſt her CuyP1iD, now, no longer blind. 

Improv'd by modern Mark ſmen let him know 

The Uſe of Fire-Arms, and reſign his Bow. 

Such Art tho? taſteleſs Vandals diſregard, 

Is old, and worthy the Mœonian Bard. 

So filver Thetis from her Ouze ſhall riſe 

The dead PATROCLUS to preſerve from Flies. 


- Ambroſial Drops a kind Receipt afford, 


Leſt Maggots harm him after HEcToR's Sword. 


SOONER mine ODE that hail'd C&c1L1A's Day, 
Shall yield the Palm to ſing- ſong- Opera; 
And veil its weighty Senſe and Thought pro- 
| found, 
To wav'ring, qo ring, undulating. Sound. 


* His Poſtorals called the Shepherd”, Week. 
The 
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The knotty Queſtion ſhall determin'd be, 
Of DRYDEN Bard immortal and of Mx, 
Which moſt excels in Perſe and Piety. 
Dan CrauceRr's Tales, Dan DuURFEr ſhall out- 
ſhine, | 
And PniLies Paſtorals compare with MINE, 
Than Gay forgotten lye. 
Or take Alluſions in a nat'ral Strain, 
Drawn from the Seaman's proper Place the Main. 


SOONER ſhall Britiſh Sailors Cowards grow, 
And count their Numbers when they meet their 
Foe. 
The rough old Tar, a ſupple Courtier be, 
And leave off Hip for elemental Tea, 
Than thou ſhalt dye— till then, as VI R iL ſays, 
Shall laſt thy Name, thy Honour, and thy Praiſe- 
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By S ENS EA. 


Never before printed. 


P TL LIS, ſhe is both blythe and yonge, 
2 Of Phylls is my Sylver Songe : 

I love thilke Laſs, tho' in my Heart, 

She breeds full many a baleful Smart. 
Kids, Cracknels, with my earlieſt Fruit, 

I give to make her hear my Suit. 

When Co/:# does approach o'erjoy'd, 

My Hopes alas! are all accoy'd. 

Were I not born to love the Maid, 

Yet ſhe calls Miracles to her Aid. 

When ſtormy Show'rs had dreſs'd the Year, 4 
In ſhiv'ring Winter's wrathful Chear, 

Phyllis that lovely cruel Wight, 

Found me all in a drearie Plight : 

And Snow-Balls gentlie flung at me, 

To wake me from my Lethargye. 

But Fire I ween there was ypent, 

In all thoſe frozen-Balls ſhe ſent, 
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For, ah'! woe's me, I felt them burn, 
And all my Soul to Flames did turn. 
Ah! Phyllis, if you'd quench my Fire, 
Burn your ſelf with as fierce Deſire. 


Db 
EPIGRAM 1726. 


HEN Iſrael's Daughters mou their 
paſt Offences, 
They dealt in Sackeloth, and turn'd Cinder- Men- 


ches : 


The Richmond- Fair-ones neꝰer will ſpoil their 
Looks, 


They uſe whizePowger, and wear Holland-Smocks. 


O beauteous Church! where Females think clean 
Linen, | 


As decent to Repent in, as to Sin in, 


A RE. 
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EHEEEE ELLE 
ARECEIPT to make 


a modern Poet. 


By Mr. PATTISON, 


WE LL then When will theſe Railings 
| end? 

Lord, Sir, as ſoon as Poets ERS 

But dar'lt thou thus profanely bold, 

Thy Arguments ſo ſtifly hold? 

Reltcain in Time this ſow'r ill Nature, 

And dread the Univerſal Satire 
How durſt you ſay (nay ne'er deny, 
And poorly truckle with a Lie) 

That Ex Probato you cou'd ſhow it, 
We ſcarce have now one perfect Poet > 


Way what I think, Sir, ſtill I'll ſtand to, 
And what I fay I'll fer my Hand to: 
But leſt uncourt'ouſſy you think, 
I mix IIl- nature with my lik, 
For leaving out Pack, Prior, Pope, 


This Anſwer will ſuffice J hope. 


Faith, 
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Faith, Sir, you're very wiſe I own, 
Is Homer then no beiter known? 
Tibullus, and old Chaucer too, 
J wonder you forget 'em fo! 
Thoſe Bards but now you heard me name, 
And are 'not theſe the very ſame, 
Alike their Worth, alike their Fame? 


Fo Nature conſcious of the Coſt, 
(And her Receip: Poetic loſt) 
In Prior, Pack, and Pope infuſes 
Their very tranſmigrated Muſes; 
But now, ſince Nature thus knocks under, 
Let's ſee how Art can work a Wonder; 
And where the Lyon's Skin ſhall fail, 
We'll patch it with the Fox's Tail. 
Well then, Inprimis, Recipe, 
But what | How much? Why let me ſee. 


FigsT, take à litile Stock of Tang 
Then, a leſs Portion of Diſcerning, 
(Sufficient if you-reach the Rules 
Of ipſe Dixit, and the Schools) 
| Next take of Vanity enough, 


Modeſt Aſſurance, Iriſh Proof; 
But what will ſtand you in more Stead, 


Take MiTcntLL's Impudence from Tweed; 
There let him back again be ſent, 
To ſeratch for an EQUIVALENT. 
Then frugally to ſpare your Wit 4 
Take ſomething that reſembles it, 
And 
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And to prevent a thouſand Things 
Which Judgment to my Fancy brings ; 
This one Ingredient is the beſt, 
Nay, Faith, *tis worth e'en all the reſt, 
For 1 have known it oft prevail 
Where Art, and ſtronger Nature fail. 
I mean à very good Eſtate, 
But *tis ſo hard to get of late 
To this infuſe a Knack of Rhyming, 
Then ſet the Whirligig a chyming. 
Theſe nicely mixt, but if you lack more, 
You'll find 'em all ſumm'd in Blackmore. 


NN OOTY 


To. Mr. MiTcHELL, on 
his two Poetical Peti- 
tions. 


By the SAME. 


B CK Scribler, to thy Caledonian Plains, 
Cold as thy Genius, barren as thy Brains; 
To thoſe inhoſpitable Mountains ſhew, 
A curſed chyming Itch they never knew : 
Premeditated LeQures here won't do, 


We never take Dictators from the Plough. 
Then 
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Then peaceably betimes reſign thy Quill, 
Scotlaud to Britiſh Pow'r is ſubjeQ ſtill : 

Nor think thy Jargon ſhall debauch our Ear, 
While happy we our native Poets hear: 
While Congreve with a juſt Politeneſs warms, 
While eaſy Pope with flowing Muſic charms, 
While witty Si ſhall ev'ry Muſe adorn, 
And Dennis ſcourge the Fools he does not ſcorn, 
While Philip, Voice delights the liſt'ning Swains, 
And Steele declines the Praiſe his Merit gains, 
While Fenton's ſadly-pleaſing Numbers move, 
And Granville kindles up a nobler Love. 


On famous Bards Your genuine Strength 
infuſe, 
And kindly animate an Infant Muſe; 
A Maſe who fir'd with Indignation ſings, 
And ſhrouds her Parents with her filial ings, 
So ſhall ſhe riſe to Honour and Delight, 
Or nobly periſh in her Country's Right. 


YET warm'd with Britiſa Heat, and Britiſh 
Lays, 

Thou ſtriv'ſt to turn thy Satire into Praiſe; 
Thus Ægypt's Streams in muddy Channels run, 
And ripen into Monſters by the Sun. 
In vain thou'rt ſanQify'd with Homer's Name 
Not Homer's Laurels ſhall protect thy Shame, 
In mighty Pope that Greek thy Baſeneſs knows, by 
And Zoilus and Homer ſtill were Foes: 


Murd'rers, 


= 9 . D 
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Murd'rers, like thee, to an AH lum fly, 


Not to ſhow Zeal, but hide their Infamy ; 
And with convicted Villains may'ſt thou go, 


Guilty of Robbery and Murder too ; 

For trace thy Paths, and preſently we find, 

Thy Hand that robb'd Pack's * Garden of the 
Mind. 5 


| Tho! here *twas pretty right, upon my Word, 


To ſteal from Oze, who can ſo well afford; 
But then to murder too—OQh black Deſign! 
Tomake that Mortal which he made Divine? 
Be Shame thy Puniſhment, below our Scorn— 
For Britons are with noble Spirits born 
But take this timely Caution, and beware, 
Nor brave a Danger which may be too near ; 


Leſt ſome #xcens'd ULYSSES ſhou'd be found, 


To ſtrike the railing Daſtard to the Ground. 


„ 
— 


— — {— — 


* He ſtole his Thought from Major PACX's 
Poem, intitled, Religious Solitude. See his 
Miſcellanies, printed for E. CURLL in the 
Strand. | 
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To Mr. E. Cu EY/1E 
Baß ler. 
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WHILE ſpurious Feen daily vex us, 
And cannot pleaſe, but muſt perplex us; 

While ToxsoN builds on DRYDEx's Name, 

And flouriſhes in Wealth and Fame, 

By ſwelling Volumes zhree to ſiæ, 

And other miſcellanous Tricks, 

By ſtuffing them with Rhymes on Truſt, 

(Well, Things. by ſtanding will get Duſt.) 


THEN pr'ythee CURLL, e'er *tis too late, 
(For Mortals muſt ſubmit to Fate) 
Collect, correct, and eke produce 
The ſcatter'd Labours of thy Maſe, 

I'm ſure they'll make a pretty Volume, 
And every Body will extol 'em; 

For Fame you'll have a double Venture, 
As Author firſt, then next, as Printer : 
So ſhall you prove by that you've writ, 
What ToxsoN paſſes for a Mit. 


9 Bur 


145 | POEMS, Ge. 
Bur this obſerve, Sir, let your Letter 
Be good as Lintot's, if not better: 
As for the Title on the Shelf, 
P11 leave hat Matter to your ſelf. 
The Binding, ay, the Binding tho'— 
You know fine Trappings make a Beau 
For if that ſhine thro* CHryſtal- Caſe, 
*T will wound the Ladies as they pals : 
And then the Toy, 'tis ſo ancommon, 
Of being handled by a Woman ! 
Commended almoſt out of Meaſure, 
The Pride of giving Ladies Pleaſure! 


Tnos happier than Apor Lo, you, 
Shall gain the NYM?PH and Laurel too. 


Yoars, 


. — 

— ae — — 5 — 2 
So. 0 Rs III yt es — 

” * — 


WILLIAM PATTISON. 


Sidney Coll Camb, 1715. 
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HE Letter you were pleaſed to 
direct for me, to be left at 


was a great Honour; and your 
=== /cr/es were, | thought, too good 

— to be a* Woman's; ſome of my 
Friends to whomlread them were of the ſame 
Opinion. Tis not over gallant, I muſt con- 


the Coffee-houſe laſt Summer, 


feſs, to ſay this of the fair Sex; but moſt cer- 


tain it-is, that they generally write with more 
Softneſs than Strength. On the contrary, 
you want neither Vigour in your Thoughts, 
nor Force in your Expreſſions, nor Harmony 
in your Numbers, and methinks I find much 
of ORIN DAA in your Manner (to whom I 
had the Honour to be related, and alſo to ve 
known.) But I continued not a Day in the 


Ignorance of the Perſon to whom I was ob- 
liged ; for, if you remember, you brought the 


— 


— 


* 4 Paſtoral, hereafter mentioned. 23 
+ The celebrated Mrs. Katherine Philips. 
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150 My. DRYDEN's LETTERS 
Verſes to a Bookſeller's Shop, and enquired 
there, how they might be ſent to me. There 

happened to be in the fame Shop a Gentle- 
man, who hearing you ſpeak of me, and ſee- 
ing a Paper in your Hand, imagined it was a 
Libel againſt me, and had you watched by his 
Servant, till he knew both your Name, and 
where you lived, of which he ſent me word 
immediately. Tho? I have loſt his Letter, yet 
I remember you live ſome where about St. 
Giles, and are an only Daughter. You 
mult have paſſed your Time in Reading much 
better Books than mine; or otherwiſe you 
could not have arrived to ſo much Knowledge 
as I find you have. But whether S/ or 
Nymph I know not; Thoſe fine Creatures, as 
your Author Count Gabal:s F aſſures us have 
4 mind to be chriſtened, and ſince you do me 
the Favour to deſire a Name from me, take 
that of CORINNA if you pleaſe; I mean not 
the Lady with whom OvipD was in Love, 


but the famous Theban Poeteſs, who overcame 


PIN DAR five Times, as Hiſtorians tell us. 
I wou'd have cali'd you SAP Ho, but that 
I hear you are handſomer. Since you find I 
am not altogether a Stranger to you, be pleaſed 
to make me happier by a better Knowledge 


m_— 


by —— 


Corinna then lived in Dyott- Sereet, in It. 
Giles's in the Fields, as did alſo Mr. Dryden 
in the ſame Pariſh. 85 | 


+ A new Tranſlation of the entertaining Hiſtory 
of the Count de GABALIS, has been lately 
8 Curll in the Strand. Price 

1 J. 6 d. 
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of you; and inſtead of ſo many unjuſt Praiſes 
which you give me, think me only worthy of 


being, 

Madam, | 

Your moſt humble Servant, 
ee Aber; 
Joun DRYDEN. 
LOO LOLLI NO LEAK, - 
LETTER II. 
Madam, 


TH E great Deſire which I obſerve in you 

— to write well, and thoſe good Parts 
which God Almighty and Nature have be- 
ſtowed on you, make me not to doubt that 
by Application to Study, and the Reading of 
the beſt Authors, you may be abſolute Miltreſs 
of PoETRY. Tis an unprofitable Art, to thoſe 
who proſeſs it; but you, who write only for 
your Diverſion, may paſs your Hours with 
Pleaſure in it, and without Prejudice, always 
cs ik I know you will) the Licences 
which Mrs. BEHN allowed herſelf, of writing 
looſely, and giving (if I may have leave to 
Tay ſo) ſome Scandal to the Modeſty of her Sex, 
I confeſs, I am the laſt Man who ought, in 
Juſtice to arraign her, who have been myſelf 
too much a Libertine in moſt of my Poems, 
1 which I ſhould be well contented I had Time 
either to purge or to ſee them fairly * | 


152 Mr. D&xyDEN'S' LETTERS- 
But this 1 need not ſay to you, who are too 
well born, and too well principled, to fall in- 
to that Mire, . Ly. | 
In the mean Time, I would adviſe you not 
to truſt too much to ViRGiL's Paſtorals; 
for as excellent as they are, yet THEOCRIrUS 
is far before him, both in Softneſs of Thought, 
and Simplicity of Expreſſion. Mr. * Creech has 
tranſlated that Greek Poet, which I have not 
read in Englih. If you have any conſidera- 
ble Faults, they conſiſt chiefly in the Choice 
of Words and the placing them ſo as to 
make the Verſe run ſmoothly ; but I am at 
preſent ſo taken up with my own Studies, that 
I have not Leiſure to deſcend to Particulars; 
being in the mean time the fair CoRINXA's 


Mioſt humble and moſt 
faithful Servant, 
Joun DRYDEN. 


P. S. I keep your two + Copies till you want 
them, and are pleaſed to ſend for them. 


» 


——ũ— 


* My. Creech's Tranſlation of Theocritus 7s 
printed for E. Curll in the Strand, Pr. 25. 64, 
+ Theſe two Copies of Verſes are printed in the 
Aathor's Miſcellany Poems on ſeveral Subjects, 
for Tho. Combes ix Pater-notter-row, 1722. 
in 8vo. = 
The' Firſt 16, A Paſtoral Elegy, zo the Memory 
of the bonourable Cecilia Bew. | 
The Second, The Priple League zo Mrs. Suſan 
Dove; written in Imitation of Mrs. Behn. 
1 1 5 LETTER 
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OE EI WEN INTO 


LETTER III. 


Fair Corinna, 


1 Have ſent your Poems back again, after ha- 
- ving kept them ſo long from you: By which 
you ſee I am like the reſt of the World, an 
impudent Borrower, and a bad Pay-maſler. You 
take more Care of my Health than it deſerves ; 
that of an old Man is always crazy, and at 
preſent, mine is worſe than uſual, by a Sz. AN- 
THONY's Fire in one of my Legs; tho? the 
Swelling is much abated, yet the Pain is not 
wholly gone, and I am too weak to ſtand up- 
on it. If I recover, it is poſſible I may attempt 
Homer's ILiavs : A Specimen of it (the firſt 
Book) is now in the Preſs, among other Po- 
ems of mine, which will make a“ Volume in 
Folio, of twelve Shillings Price; and will be 
publiſhed within this Month. 1 detire, fair Au- 
thor, that you will be pleaſed to continue me 
in your good Graces, who am with all Since- 
' rity and Gratitude, 


Your moſt humble 
Servant, and Admirer, 


Friday, December 
29th. 1699. JohN DRYDEN» 


— 


* The Volume here referred to by Mr. 1 -/ 
den, is (what commonly goes by the Title) of his 


Af ables, c. 


LETTER 
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Dee ee e e e Dee 


LET TER. IV. 


Madam, 


N Otwithſtanding I have been ſeized with a 

Fever ever ſince I ſaw you laſt, I have 
this Afternoon endeavoured to do my ſelf the 
Honour of obeying my Lady Chudleigb's Com- 
mands. My Fever is till increaſing, and I 
beg you to peruſe the following Verſes accor- 
ding to you own Senſe and Diſcretion, which 
far ſurpaſſes mine in all Reſpe&s. In a ſmall 
Time of Intermiſſion from my 111neſs I wrote 
theſe following. ö 


Madam, 


How happy is our Briz:/þ Iſle to bear 
Such Crops of Wit and Beauty to the Fair? 
A female Muſe each vieing Age has bleſt; 
And the laſt Phœnuix till excels the reſt: 

But you, ſuch ſolid Learning add to Rhymes, 
Your Senſe looks fatal to ſucceeding Times; 
Which rais'dto ſucha Pitch, o'erflows like Nile, 
And with an after Dearth muſt ſeize our Iſle. 
Alone of all your Sex, without the Rules, 
Of formal Pedants, or the noiſy Schools. 
(What Nature has beſtow'd will Art ſupply) 
Have trac'd the various TraQs of dark Philo- 


U ohr. 1 5 
. What 
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Wbat happy Days had wiſe AuzEL1Vs ſeen, 
If for FausTinaA, you his Wife had been! 
No jarring Nonſenſe had his Soul oppreſt; 
For he, with all he IA for, had been bleſt. 


7 


Be pleaſed to tell me what you find amin 
or correct it yourſelf, and excuſe this Trouble 
from, 


Madam, 
Your moſt humble and 
moſt obedient Servant, 


CHARLES DRY DEN. * 


* The Son of Mr. Dr ng he had a very con- 
ſiderable Poſt under the. Pope, and dicd lately at 
Rome. 
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An Explanation of ſome 
PASSAGES in the 

foregoing LETTERS 
and POk Ms. 


LETTER VII. 


HE Perſon whom Mr. Pope charges with 
having inſinuated malicious Untraths of him to 
Mr. W ycherley, page 21, I preſume, was Charles 
\ Gildon Eſq; who alto wrote the Life of Mr. Hy- 
cherley, wherein are contained many ſevere Re- 
flections upon Mr. Pope, very unbecoming a 
Gentleman. 1 


LETTER XIV. 


The Criticiſm on Mr. C romwell's 
PARADISE, in this Letter, page 40, refers to his 
Tranſlation of Ovid's 16th Elegy to his Miſtreſs, 
Book 24. Pars me Sulmo tenet — 

alluding to the following Paſſage. 


** 
MA 


f we mult thus abandon all we love; 


RAU +. 8 
\ . be the Man who taught us to rove 
1 There's 


% 


e 77 
Explanatory Notes. , 


There's no ſupporting of your Abſence here, 
Tho? Paradiſe was open'd all the Lear.“ 


L ETT-ER XV. 


The Tracking his Muſe's Steps backward as far as 
France, refers to his Verſes to a young Lady with 
the Works of Voiture formerly. And the ju- 
venile Love Verſes, mention'd in the ſame Let- 
ter, page 43, refer to the Verſes printed to a Lady 
ſinging to her Lute, which are written in Imita- 
tion of Mr. Waller. 


EETTER: AN. 


Page 50. As long as India's happy Tree ſhall 
Potius, Moco's happy Tree ſhall grow, c. 
The Coffee-Tree not being the Product of India. 


LETTER XXII. 


Page 66. Mr. Gay's Mention of Mr. Pope, 
alludes to the following Lines in his Verſes to 
Lintot, On a Receipt for a Miſcellany, viz. 


— — 1 
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When Pope's harmonious Muſe with Pleaſure 
roves, ; 

Amidſt the Plains, the murm'ring Streams, and 

Groves, | | EY | 1 


* 


— — N —— — * 


2 See Miſcellaneons Poems and Tranſlations, -/ | 
Printed for B. Lintot, 1712. pag. 120. „ 
FT Aten 


EE Explanatory Notes. 

Attentive Echo pleas'd to heat his Songs, 
Thro' the glad Shade each warbling Note pro. 
His various Numbers charm our raviſh'd an | 


His ſteady Judgment far out-ſhoots his Years, 
And early in the Youth the God appears.“ 


 EpigramPapal. On the Female Canticle, was 

3 by The Song of — three Children, 

parapbraſed by a Lady f Quality. 

| K Cadenns 20 ache — is W reverſed. 
2. is Mrs. Heſter Van Homrigb. 


N 


„„ I be 8 
Th' Allies to bomb Toulon prepare. 
Page 156. line 19. read, : 
Curſt be the Man who taught us firſt to rove. 


— — , ———— 


— —— _._———— 
-— - 


* See Lintot's Miſcellany. 
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LETTER l. 
N 29 the Town and Sapho. How the 


Author lives in the Country. Human Life 
compared to a Game az Tables. Page 1. 


LETTER II. 


A Poetical Epiſtle from. the Shades. An Ex- 
cafe for the Nymphs of Drury. Sapho's Arrival 


in Windſor Foreſt. 3 


LETTER III. 


Mr. Cromwell complimented on Account of 

bis Deafneſs. Poets and Criminals compared, Ja- 
cob Tonſon's and the Ordinary of Newgate's 

Moſcellaniese N 5 


p. 7. 
2 
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ö | | LETTER IV. 
1 On Lintot'⸗ M. ifcellany. 4 The Ala 7 


Stat ius. Poets and Gardiners compared. Sapho 
and Mr. Cromwell in Spring- Garden. Fhe 
Hiatus in Poetry to be avoided. Page 10. 


LETTER V. 


A Stage-Coach Amour. Iuſtances of Friendſhip, 
Ode on Solitude. : p.13. 


LETTER VI. 


Compariſun between Life and the Drama, 
Theatrical Differences. p. 18. 


LETTER VII. 


Muſes Recreation, Panegyrick on Mr. Wy- 
cherley. Author's Account of his Dog. Poem 
on Ulyiles's Dog AR&us. Fidelity of thoſe Crea- 
zares. A remarkable Story of one told by Sir Wil- 
liam Trumbull. 5 p 21. 


LETTER VIII. 


Dube Author's Thanks for correcting ſome of his 
Pieces. p· 25 


*, 


LETTER IX. 


On Sir William Trumbull's deſiring to ſee the 
Tranſlation of Statiuss An Invitation into tle 
Country. 5 7. 

LETTER 


TG TABLE 


LETTER X. 


To Mr. Cromwell in paſſion Week. A Par- 
rallel betueen Homer and Tom Durfey, e. 
| Page 26. ® 


LETTER XI. 


Mr. Cromwell rallied as a Cratick, Aulus 
Gellius uot to be compared to Mr. Dennis, &c. 
| p. 31. 


LETTER XII. 
Mrote after a Fit of Sickneſs, requeſting Mr. 
Cromwell 20 finifo the Elegy on him he had 
begun. On Deaths and Epitaphs, The Author's 
preſent State. Epitaph. for Mr. Betterton. p. 33. 


LETTER XIII. 


Thanks ts Mr. Cromwell iz French Rhyme, 
again requeſts his Epitaph. Rondeau 20 4 La- 
ly. The Original of this Kind of Writing. p. 36. 


LTTER XIV. 


A Criticiſm on Mr. Cromwell's Verſion of 
the 16th Elegy of Ovid, Book 2d. Art of Ad- 
miring, 8c. EN & 


P:3 8 LETTER _ 


— 


_ Good Effeftt of Sickneſs. Profeſfont of Friend: 
455 Criticiſms on Perſius. Sapho deſerted by 
91 Fs 9 


Cromwell. | p. 42. 
Lerrer XVI. 


A Criticiſm on Mr. Philips's Paſtorals. On 
Ar. Dryden's Virgil, Sc. p. 46. 


LETTER XVII. 

| Some Account of Tycho Brahe, and Par- 

ſou Trapp. Of Conſtables and Clergymen. Of 

the Defed in poetical Numbers. Of the Propri- 

 Fty of Verſification. Examples from Vida. p. 49. 

| LerrER XVIII. 

An Invitation to the Country. p. 54. 
LETTER XIX. 


Remarks upon ſome Paſſages in Mr, Dryden's 
Tranſlatian of Virgil. 4 Claſſical Poſtſcripe. 


p. 56. 

LETTER XX. 
| On Mr. Cromwell”; Return to London. Ver- 
Jes on Coffee, CY 48, 


LETTER 


* 


Of eaſing the Afiidions of the Diſtreſſed. p. 59. 
LETTER XXII. e 


Congratulation to Mr. Cromwell on his Re- 
turn from Bath. The Author with the Muſes. Mr. 


Wycherley's Reconcilement. . 


LETTER XXIII. 


The Author in Love. Dramatical Raptures. 


7 | : p. 64. 
Verſes on Lintot' Books, pP. 67. 


LETTER XXIV. 


= 


An Eſſay upon STAT1US. N E 
Wr ce 


POE MS on ſeveral Oc- |} 


caſions, VIZ. _ 


J/ ERSES occaſioned by Mr. Durfy's adding 
an &c. at the End of his Name; in Imi= _ | 
tation of V oiture's Verſes on Neuf-Germain. / 


Page T3: 


By Mr. Pope. 


- * > I 
, ; £ I 
"4 4 £ 7 9 7 J 
: x ö en 4 * * 
, : . 9 ' * . 
oe f Ar , 4.» * 2 We * 
4 4 * 4 , 8 : ey , 3 "a *. * 4 — 1 , Fe 
- 5 — 8 bf - 
— 25 's o y d ! * : ö N * - 
4 1 1 74 o " 
= £ v | by TH i 4 T5 BE 
: *, * 3 . - 
; v * * 
»; ** * a . » A »- * 
* p T. 1 3 
; " - ; 4 = * 1 4 " -» " & * Net : * 5 A 1. 
7 * : : f ; APE, % 85 „ 
- * 1 — 
\ o 2 ITT 4 * 
"4 b — = r 
8 0 r P {+ .; + : 
' : L . w ” 4h 
9 N 4 » . * 
2 * mY , 
T4; * * 


Madneſs 4 common Excuſe. for Inhumanity. 


ee 
| An Epiſtle from Mr. Alexander Pope to Hen- 
ry Cromwell E/; Page 77- 


Venus at Bath. Anno 1709. By Mr. Cromwell. 
Phavn 70 Sapho when /ich. "0 the Same. 


84. 
IF Sapho- s Anſwer to Phaon. 10 87. 
Phaon's Reply. | p. 86. 
Epigram Papal. On the Female Canticle. By 
Mr. Pope. p. 87. 
Cadenus and Vaneſſa. A Lau. Caſe. By Dean 
Swift. p. 88. 
BRENT. To Thomas Palmer, Eſq; p. 120. 
WixTONtA. Left unfiniſped. p. 128, 
To a fair Lady ſinging to her Lute. By Mr. 
Pope.” | p. 131. 
- The TRANSLA TOR. By the Same. p 132. 
SATIRE. By the Same. 133. 
An EpisrTE from Mr. Pope to Mr. Gay By 
Mr. Weſley. p. 134. 
Sonnet by Spentr. Never before Printed 5. 138. 
. 6. 739. 
A Receipt to make a Modern Poet. By . Pat- 
tiſon. p. 140. 
75 Mr. Mitchell on his zwo Poctical Petitions, 
„ Ae | p. 142. 
T0 Mr. E. Curll, Bookſeller. By the Same. 1725. 
P. 145. 
Foulliar Letters 20 Corinns, by Mr. Dryden and 
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HE Sone . and Lady $ Miſcellany: 4 
| Conſiſting of Original Poems, by the moſt 
eminent Hands. 3 Vols. price 15s. 

2. The Poetical Works of the Earls of Ro- 
cheſter, Roſcommon, Dorſet, Duke of Devonſhire, 
Buckinghamſhire, Sc. Adorned with Cuts. | 
Pts; 226 

The Poetical Works of the late Earl of 
Hilfus, with his Life, and a true Copy of his 
laſt Will and Teſtament. pr. 5. 
4. Mr. Addiſon's Poems on ſeveral Occafi ions, 
collected into one Volume. Adorn'd with 
Cuts. pr. F 5. 

F. Major Pacl's Miſcellanies in Verſe and 
Proſe, the 2d Edition; with the Life of Pom- 
ponius Atticus. pr. 79. 

6. The Poetical and Critical Works of the 
celebrated Monſieur Boileau, in 3 Volumes. 

r. IF Fs. 

: 7. Mr. Creech's Tranſlation of the Idylliams 
of Theocritus: To which is prefix'd, Kapin's 
Diſcourſe on Paſtorals. pr. 2.5. 6d. 

8. The Works of Anacreon, Sapho, and Bi- 
on, made Eug li Jo from the Greek by ſeveral Hands. 
pr. 25. 

: 9. Poems on ſev eral Occaſions, by Mr. Sew- 
ell. pr. 1 5. 6 d. Nee 


10. Ether, 
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10. Eſther, Queen of Per/ia, an Heroic Poem, 
by John Henley, M. A. of St. John's College in 


Cambridge. pr. 1 5. 6 d. F 15 
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adorn uts. pr. 15. 

I2. The Reſurrection, a Poem, by Mr. Ad- 
diſon. pr: Sa * | 2 
13. The Force of Religion: Or, Vanquifh'd 
Love. A Poem, in two Books, illuſtrated in 
the Hiſtory of the Lady Fane Gray: By Dr. 
Young. Adorn'd with Cuts. pr. 1 s. | 
14. Maſcipula: Sive Cambro Muo-Machia. 
Anthore E. Holdſworth, e Coll. Magd. Oxor. 
With a Tranſlation of it, by Mr. Samuel Cobb, 
late of Trinity College, Cambridge. pr. 1 5s. 

15. The PATC A: An Heroi-Comical Po- 
em, in three Cantos, to which is added, the 
Welch Wedding, a Poem, by a Gentleman of 
Queens College, Oxon, pr. 14. . 
16. Poems by Mr. John Philips, late Student 
of Chri/t Church College, Oxon. viz. The ſplen- 
did Shilling, Blenbeim, Cyder, c. with his 


Life. By Mr. Sewell. pr. 4 f. in $v0. 25. 6 d. 
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17. The Elzevir Miſcellany, conſiſting of 
Original Poems, Tranſlations, and Imitations, 
by the moſt eminent Hands. pr. 15. 64. 
18. Shakeſpear's Poems compleat, in one Vo- 
lume; with Remarks upon his Plays. pr. 55. 
19, Boileau's Lutriu, an Heroi-Comical Po- 
em, in fix Cantos, adorn'd with Cuts. pr. x 5. 6 d. 
20. The Loyal Mourner for the Beſt of Prin- 
ces; being a Collection of Poems, Sacred to 
the Pious and immortal Memory of Queen 
ANNE : By Biſhop Smalridge, Dr. Adams, 
Dr. Wung, Mr. Tate, &c. with a Character of her 
Majelty by Dr. Marſhal, and her Effigies curiouſly 
N 5: engtaven 
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engraven from Sir Godfrey Kneller's N 7 
Painting; publiſh'd by Mr. Oladlſworth. Price 

21. The Hoop-Petticoat, an Herdi-Comical 
Poem, in two Books; by Mr. Jeſeph Gay, the 
3d Edition. pr. 1s. | | 

22. The Rape of the Smock, an Heroi-Comical 
Poem. pr. 15. . 

23. Boileau's Art of Poetry, in four Cantos, 

„ 5 . 
: e : Or, The Art of Getting 
beautiful Children; an inſtruQtive Poem in four 
Books : Tranſlated by Mr. Rowe, c. Adorn'd 
with Cuts. pr. Is. 6 d. 8 „ 
25. Ovid in Maſquerade; being the Speeches 
of Ajax and 11 8 Burleſqued, from the 13th 
Hook of his Metamorphoſes. By Mr. Foſeph 

S Ny 15 
f 26 Dooms-Day; Or, The Laſt Judgment: A 
Poem. By the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Sterline: lo which is prefix'd, Mr. Addiſor's 
Sentiments of this excellent Piece, in a Letter 
to the Editor, pr. 2-s. CS | ep 

27. The Parſon's Daughter; a Tale; written 
for RR of pretty Girls with ſmal! Fortunes, 

r. 6 d. 

r 28. Mr. Pope's Miſcellanies ; Or, Court Po- 
ems: viz. The Baſſet-Table, The Drawing- 
Room, The Toilet, The Hyde-Park Ramble, 
The Looking Glaſs, The Worms, a Satire, 
The firſt Pſalm tranſlated for the Uſe of a 
young Lady, c. pr. 1 5. Ei Ye; 

29. The Art of Dreſs ; a Poem : By Capt. 
Breval, late Fellow of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, the 2d Edition. pr. 17. | 
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;. Sn: Mas Dem; Or, the Iriſt Fortune Hun- 
a Hewi-Comical Poem, in fix Cantos, 
31. Content; a Poem: By Allan Ramſay. 
ern lee 


em, in two Books. Made Eugliſh from the 


Bec kingbam, pr. 1 5. 6 4. | Oe ee 
33. Dies Noviſſima; Or, The Laſt Epiphany: 
A Pindarick Ode, on Chriſt's Second Appea- 
Trance to Judge the World. By the Reverend 
Mr. Jabz Romfrer, of Malden in Bedfordſhire, 
(Author of the Choice, a Poem) pr. 6 4. 
34. REASON: A Satire, 'occationed by 
the Trinitarian Controverſy, in the Year 1700. 
By Mr. Pomfret, pr. 64 g 
35. Poetical Miſcellauies: By Samuel Jones, 
Gent. viz. Friendſhip, a Pindaric Eſſay; On 
the Death of a Gentleman and his Wife of 
Whitby in Torkfpire, who were doth Born on 
the ſaine Day of the Week, Month, and Year; 
' : Marry'd on the Day of their Birth; and, after 
having had twelve Children, Died in the 81ſt 
Vear of their Age, on their Birth Day, the 
one not above five Hours before the other. Fa- 
bles in Imitation of Fontaine, The Force of 
Love, The happy Life, Advice to the Ladies, 
On a Lady who carried Ten Thouſand Pounds 
to King Charles the Iſt. when Priſoner in the 
Ie of Wight, Ec. pr. 1s. 5 
36. Beauty and Virtue; a Poem to the Me- 
mory of the Counteſs of Sunderland: By Mr. 
"Chute. pr. 6 d. | 


37. Poems by the Earl of Surrey," and Sir 
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23a. The Szferings of *Chriſt ; an Heroie Po- 
Latin Original of the celebrated Kapin : By Mr. 


